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PREFACE 


This volume of selections from the poems of Matthew 
Arnold is intended primarily as a subject for lessons 
on English Literature, and it is m some sense uniform 
with the annotated poems of Tennyson already pub- 
lished, though the notes here are much less full. There 
is too much thought, too much philosophy of life m 
Arnold’s poems to make them profitable reading for 
the very young , but it is conceived that for both boys 
and girls in the higher forms of schools they are admir- 
ably suitable, and may serve both to cultivate taste and 
to awaken reflection 

In regard to the selection, some will perhaps criticise 
the exclusion of Sohab and Ihstum. About this I can 
only say that I sincerely regret it, but it was necessary 
from considerations of space to choose between this and 
Balder Dead, and it seems to me that the latter is more 
suited for the purpose. 

The Introduction supplies an outline of the author’s 
life, including a short bibliography of his poems, and 
then some general remarks on their qualities and char- 
acteristics In these last I am conscious of having 
sometimes adopted the expressions of Mr Hugh Walker, 
v 
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PREFACE. 


whose Greater Vtctomn Poets has a sympathetic account 
of Matthew Arnold In the Notes will be found further 
appreciation of particular poems, with illustration from 
the author’s published letters and from other sources 
As to the commentary, it is inevitable that m such 
cases the editor should seem to some readers too often 
to explain the obvious, and needlessly to paraphrase 
good verse into bad prose. He can only plead that 
he has endeavoured to be useful Possibly also it may 
be thought that too much space has been given to the 
explanation of local allusions m The Scholar-Gipsy and 
in Thyrsis; but here it may be said that the infor- 
mation given is all derived from personal knowledge, 
and some of it at least will probably be interesting 
both to those who know and to those who do not 
know the locality 
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INTRODUCTION. 


Matthew Arnold was the eldest son of Thomas 
Arnold He was born at Laleham, near Staines, 
December 24th, 1822, and his father became head- 
master of Rugby m 1828. He was at school for a 
short time at Winchester, and then (1837-1841) at 
Rugby He won a Balliol scholarship m 1840, and 
went into residence at Oxford in the autumn of 1841 
As an undergraduate he was both distinguished and 
popular He won the prize for English verse with a 
poem on ‘ Cromwell, 5 and though he did not read hard 
enough to obtain a first class in the schools, he was 
elected a Fellow of Oriel m 1845. Here he became 
intimate with Clough, to whom he was much attached 
as a friend, though he does not seem to have cared much 
for his poetry. In 1847 he became private secretary to 
Lord Lansdowne, and in 1849 he published anonymously 
a volume of poems, The Sti ayed Reveller and other Poems, 
by A, which had not a very wide circulation but was at 
once recognized by a cultivated few as much above the 
ordinary level This indeed it might well be, for besides 

IX 
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The Strayed Reveller it contained Mycenms, The Foisalen 
Merman , The Sick King m Bokhasa, the lines To a Gipsy 
Ghild on the Sea-shot e, The New Stuns, and Resignation , 
not to mention other pieces of less note. The poet, 
m fact, appears m this volume almost completely 
developed There may be found in it examples, and 
good examples, of all his poetical styles (for The 
Forsaken Met man is more of an elegiac than^a narra- 
tive poem), and we can clearly see m it the author’s 
conceptions of life The readers of it found “a sensi- 
bility and an inward experience intensely modern, 
expressed with a luminousness and a perfection of form 
that was purely Greek ” In 1851 Arnold married, and 
about the same time he accepted an appointment as 
Inspector of Schools In 1852 there appeared a second 
small volume, Empedocles on Etna and other Poems , by A, 
containing, besides Empedocles, Tnstram and Iseult, Faded 
Leaves, The Youth of Nature, The Youth of Man, Morality, 
A Summer Night, The Buned Life, Lines TFntten in 
Kensington Gardens, Stanzas in Memos y of the Author of 
“ Obermann ” and other smaller pieces This volume 
was withdrawn, as the author says, “befcie fifty copies 
had been sold,” apparently because he was dissatisfied 
with Empedocles on Etna, and in the next year, 1853, 
there appeared Poems by Matthew Arnold, which included 
many of the poems which had already appeared, and a 
few more, especially Sohrab and Rrntvm and The Scholar- 
Gipsy In 1855 was published Poems by Matthew Arnold • 
Second Senes, which contained Baida Dead and a fresh 
instalment of poems from the two anonymous volumos 
Two years later appeared Mci ope, a, drama on the model 
of a Cl reek tragedy 
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In 1857 he was elected Professor of Poetry at Oxford, 
and was re-elected for a second term of five years m 1862 
In 1859 he was sent as Commissioner to inquire into the 
state of elementary education m Prance, Germany, and 
Holland, and again m 1865 to report upon the pro- 
visions for secondary education in the same countries 
Middle class education was, m his mind, the one thing 
needed above all others in England, and there is no 
doubt that by his work on these Commissions, and 
also by his reports as Inspector of Schools, he did great 
service to the cause of education generally 

In 1865 he published a volume of critical essays 
(. Essays in Cntiasm), which were recognized as placing 
him m the first rank of literary critics 

Two years later appeared another volume of poetry, 
New Poems by Matthew Arnold, 1867 In this volume 
Empedocles on Etna was republished at the request of 
Robert Browning, and there was also included Thy') sis, 
Stanzas from Carnac, A Southern Night, Rugby Chapel, 
Obaimann Once More, Saint Brandan, and other poems, 
including some excellent sonnets After this he only 
occasionally wrote in verse, but he published several 
volumes of prose criticism on literary and religious 
subjects, the excellence of which has perhaps caused his 
poetry to be for the present less highly appreciated than 
it deserves, 

A collected edition of his pooms was first published 
in 1869 and again m 1877 and 1885, and finally “a 
new and complete edition” in one volume in 1890 He 
died rather suddenly at Liverpool, on Sunday, April 
15th, 1888. 

Matthew Arnold is not a popular poet his style is too 1 ,; 



XU 


introduction 1 


severely classical ; lie is too reticent m the expression 
of emotion and too seriously reflective to attract any 
but the thoughtful reader. He is Ins own best critic, 
and has fewer faults and redundancies of style than any 
of the contemporary poets His productions are polished 
gems, and he never loses the sense of proportion or the 
self-restraint which belongs to the artist At the same 
time, his poems are full of his own personality , and of 
the various forms which he adopted, the lyric and the 
ielegiac were the best suited to him He had no apti- 
tude for the dramatic form, and although some of his 
narrative poems are good, they hardly can be said to 
attain the level of the best of his other work It has 
been justly said that he is perhaps the first of English 
elegiac poets The mood of plaintive reflection exactly 
suits him “He does not concentrate sorrow on the 
individual, but widens his view to human life m general. 
. . Nowhere else is he so uniformly good ” 

Poetry, according to Arnold, is the “ criticism of life,” 
and the poet ought, therefore, to have a philosophy 
clearly thought out in his own mind, and underlying all 
his utterances The philosophy of life which is con- 
tained m these poems is not unlike that of the ancient 
Stoics. All true happiness is from within, and to seek 
within his own bosom for an inward good, to possess his 
soul in peace, while practising resignation m regard to 
outward things, is all that the wise man can do There 
is a light to be attained, fugitive indeed hut gracious : 
there is a good which can be gamed, but not by outward 
striving The turmoil of the world docs not help to any 
end that is worth aiming at-, the true soul of man dwells 
apart from the tumult, and this is the ‘Palladium’ 
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which rales our life, while it lasts we cannot wholly 
end, 

" And when it fails, fight as we will, we die ” 

We are only half fitted for the labours and the pleasures 
of life, and hence we can be satisfied fully with neither : 

"We hut dream we have our wish’d-for powers , 

Ends we seek we never shall attain ” 

And yet, he argues, we must not allow ourselves to be 
duped into the belief that we shall one day inherit an 
existence m which our desires will be fully satisfied if 
happiness has so often eluded us here, this should teach 
us rather to moderate our desires than to fly to dreams 
of boundless bliss The poet expresses his own philo- 
sophy through the mouth of Empedocles m stanzas 
which testify to the strong influence which the philo- 
sophy of Goethe had over him . 

" Once lead thy own breast right, 

And thou hast done with fears ; 

Man gets no -other light, 

Search he a thousand years 

Sink m thyself 1 there ask what ails thee, at that shrmo ' 


‘ We would have mward peace, f 
Yet will not look within , 

We would have misery cease, 

Yet will not cease from sin , 

We want all pleasant ends, but will use no harsh means. 

" We do not what we ought, 

What we ought not, we do, 

And lean upon the thought 
That chance will bring us through , 

But our own acts, for good or ill, are mightier powers. 
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“Yet even when man forsakes 
All sin, — is just, is pure, 

Abandons all which makes 
His welfare insecure, — 

Other existences there are, that clash with ours 


“Streams will not curb their pude 
The just man not to entomb, 

Nor lightnings go aside 
To give his virtues room ; 

Nor is that wind less rough which blows a good man’s bai ge ” 

Empedocles on Etna. 

If we would have the calm of nature, we must live self- 
poised and self-dependent, as the stars and the sea, not 
demanding that other things outside ourselves should 
'yield us love or sympathy 

“ Bounded by themselves, and unregardful 
In what state God’s other works may be, 

In their own tasks all then powers pouring 
These attain the mighty life you see ” 

Self-Dependence 

And yet our life cannot he i like tin ns, for 

in a certain sense Man must 1». -in win n N.iluio ends, 
the divine strife, of duty is not hers, the earnestness 
of effort is not upon her brow, and yet it is m this 
that Man finds his highest hopes of good 
Matthew Arnold is a poet of Nature in the same 
sense fs Wordsworth, and he has the same attitude 
of contemplation Natural scenery impresses him 
vividly, and there is a truth and completeness about 
his pictuxcs which can haidly be surpassed At the 
same time he is influenced most by the peace, the 
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quiet working, and the comparative permanence of 
Nature, m contrast with the fitful turmoil and ceaseless 
change of human things Subdued objects are his 
favourites, mist rather than brightness, moonlight 
rather than sunlight It is m the grey of the misty 
morning that he makes us see the Tartar camp at the 
opening of Sohab and Rustum , m the moonlight that 
the princely pair m The Ghwch of Brou are imagined to 
wake, that the poet traverses the silent streets of Cette, 
and gazes again m later years on the calm Mediter- 
ranean beyond its lagoons, that he thinks to begin the 
quest of the Scholar-Gipsy or looks out on the full tide 
of Dover Beach , it is amid the spent lights that quiver 
and gleam about the sea-caves that he imagines the 
human wife of his Merman to sit and listen to the 
far-off bells And so also of sounds he has ears rather 
for the ‘tremulous cadence slow’ of the retreating tide 
or for the quiet murmur of the ‘Midland deep,’ than 
for the advancing thunder and roar of the tempest 
Picturesqueness of description and of simile is a 
marked characteristic of Arnold’s poetry, and as ex- 
amples we may note especially the successive scenes 
of The Strayed Reveller, the beautiful pictures in the 
concluding part of The Chinch of Brou and m The 
Forsaken Merman, as well as the truthfulness of the 
natural scenery in Resignation , m The Scholar-Gipsy , 
and m Thyrsis. Of Thyrsis, he says himself, “The 
images are all from actual observation,” and this we 
may readily believe of most of the descriptions m his 
other poems. In the matter of similes the author is 
content with a resemblance of a general kind or in 
some particular point without that elaborate aptness 
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of detail which is aimed at by some modern poets 
His description of the scene introduced for comparison 
has often a Homeric simplicity, and the simile once 
conceived acquires for the poet an independent interest 
of its own, apart from its use for illustration. Take, 
for example, the simile of the diver m Sohrab and 
Eu stum 

“ And dear as the wet divei to the eyes 
Of his pale wife who waits and weeps on shore, 

By sandy Bahrein, in the Persian Gulf, 

Plunging all day m the blue waves, at night, 

Having made up his tale of precious peails, 

Rejoins hei m their hut upon the sands — 

So dear to the pale Persians Rustum came ” 

Here the resemblance is m one point only, the welcome 
to one whose coming relieves from fear, but there the 
comparison ceases ; the fear is not of the same kind m 
the two cases and the circumstances are m no other 
way parallel, yet we have the picture m full So 
in the simile of the eagle that has lost his mate, the 
resemblance is only m the one point of loss of which 
the sufferer is unconscious, yet the simile extends over 
some twenty lines and has a picturesqueness and pathos 
of its own, which is almost independent of the scene 
by .which it is suggested So also m Balder Dead, 
Part II, 1 91 ff., 

“ But as when cowherds m Octobei drive 
Their kme across a snowy mountain-pass 
To wmter-pastuie on the southern side, 

And on the ridge a waggon chokes the way, 

Wedged in the snow , then painfully the hinds 
With goad and shouting uige their cattle past, 

Plunging through deep untrodden banks of snow 
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To right and left, and waim steam fills the an — 

So on the budge that damsel block’d the way ” 

This surely is a more poetical use of simile than the 
method which aims at exact correspondence of detail 
But apart from the more fully worked-out passages 
of description, Arnold is often very felicitous m his 
condensed pictures, phrases which suggest a scene 
without completely describing it, as m The Scholar 
&mh 

“ those wide fields of bieezy grass, 

Wheie black- wing’d swallows haunt the glittering Thames”, 

in Thyrsis, 

“ And that sweet city with her dreaming spires”, 

m Dover Beach 


“ down the vast edges drear 
And naked shingles of the world ” 

Often, too, he expresses a pregnant thought in language 
which impresses it on the mind and gives it currency 
on the tongue, as m Morality, 

“ tasks in hours of insight will’d 
Can be through liouis of gloom fulfill’d,’' 

or the characteristic maxim, repeated so often m various 
forms, 

“ The aids to noble life are all within , 5 
or the prayer, 


“ Calm, calm me more < nor let me die 
Before I have begun to live ” 
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The chief criticism which is to he made upon his 
poetical performance is that it is not always sufficiently 
spontaneous. He is not one of those who sing because 
they must Often he is more like one who has thought 
out his thoughts first and then set himself deliberately 
to give them a poetical form, than one to whom verse 
is the most natural vehicle of expression The ex- 
ceptions are chiefly to be found m such lyrics as The 
Stoayed Rmlh , where he is directly under the influence 
of the Greek spirit, and m the best of the elegies — The 
Scholar-Gipsy, Thyrsis, A South) % Night, and Rugby 
Chapel He probably at last decided for himself that 
prose was the form of expression most suited to his 
genius, and m the last twenty years of his life he wrote 
only a few occasional poems. Closely connected with 
this is th§. want of complete harmony in his verse. 
In short, with all his poetical merits, we cannot place 
Matthew Arnold among the few greatest masters of 
English verse. Nevertheless, he has his own high 
qualities as a poet his thought is interesting and 
elevated, his language is dignified, and there is a 
special distinction about his style which suggests a 
classical model, even where none perhaps was directly 
before his mind Both as a poet and as a prose writer 
he has bequeathed to the English race things which 
it will not willingly allow to die 
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EARLY POEMS 


QUIET WORK 

One lesson, Natme, let me learn of thee, 

One lesson which m every wind is blown, 

One lesson of two duties kept at one 
Though the loud world proclaim their enmity— 

Of toil unsever’d fiom tranquillity ! 

Of labour, that m lasting fruit outgrows 
Ear noisier schemes, accomplish’d m repose, 

Too great for haste, too high for rivalry ! 

Yes, while on earth a thousand discords ring, 

Man’s fitful uproar mingling with his toil, 10 

Still do thy sleepless ministers move on, 

Their glorious tasks m silence perfecting , 

Still working, blaming still our vain turmoil, 
Labourers that shall not fail, when man is gone. 

A 


© 
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EARLY POEMS 


THE CHURCH OF BROU. 

I 

“Ultc Cast ie 

Down tlie Savoy valleys sounding, 

Echoing round tins castle old, 

’Mid the distant mountain-chalets 
Hark 1 what bell for church is toll’d l 

In the bright October morning 
Savoy’s Duke had left his bride 
From the castle, past the diawbridge, 

Flow’d the hunters’ merry tide 

Steeds are neighing, gallants glittering ; 

Gay, her smiling lord to greet, 10 

Fiom her mullion’d chamber-casement 
Smiles the Duchess Marguerite 

From Vienna, by the Danube, 

Here she came, a bride, m spring 
Now the autumn crisps the forest , 

Hunters gather, bugles ling 

Hounds are pulling, prickers swearing, 

Horses fret, and boar-spears glance 
Off 1 — They sweep the marshy forests, 

Westward, on the side of France 20 

Hark < the game’s on foot , they scatter t — 

Down the forest-ridings lone, 

Furious, single horsemen gallop — — 

Haik 1 a shout — a ciash — a groan ! 
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Pale and breathless, came the hunters , 

On the turf dead lies the boar — 

God ' the Duke lies stretch’d beside him, 
Senseless, weltering m his gore 

In the dull Octobei evening, 

Down the leaf-strewn foiest-ioad, 

To the castle, past the drawbridge, 

Came the hunters with their load 

In the hall, with sconces blazing, 

Ladies waiting round her seat, 

Clothed m smiles, beneath the dais 
Sate the Duchess Marguerite 

Hark t below the gates unbarung > 

Tramp of men and quick commands ' 

“ — ; Tis my lord come back from hunting—’ 
And the Duchess claps her hands 

Slow and tired, came the hunters — 

Stopp’d in darkness m the court 
“ — Ho, this way, ye laggard hunters 1 
To the hall 1 What sport ? What sport 

Slow they enter’d with their mastei , 

In the hall they laid him down. 

On his coat were leaves and blood-stains, 

On his brow an angry frown 

Dead her princely youthful husband 
Lay before his youthful wife, 

Bloody, ’neath the flaring sconces — 

And the sight froze all her life. 

In "Vienna, by the Danube, 

Kings hold revel, gallants meet 
Gay of old amid the gayest 
Was the Duchess Marguerite, 
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In Vienna, by the Danube, 

Feast and dance her youth beguiled. 

Till that hour she never sorrow’d , 

But from then she nevei smiled 

’Mid the Savoy mountain valleys 
Far from town or haunt of man, 

Stands a lonely church, unfinish’d, 

Which the Duchess Maud began ; 

Old, that Duchess stern began it, 

In giay age, with palsied hands , 

But she died while it was building, 

And the Church unfinish’d stands — 

Stands as erst the builders Left it, 

When she sank into her grave , 

Mountain greensward paves the chancel, 
Harebells flower m the nave 

“-—In my castle all is sorrow,” 

Said the Duchess Maiguente then , 

“ Guide me, some one, to the mountain 1 
We will build the Church again ” — 

Sandall’d palmers, faring homeward, 
Austrian knights from Syria came 

“ — Austrian wanderers bring, 0 warders 1 
Homage to your Austrian Dame ” — 

From the gate the warders answer’d . 
“—Gone, 0 knights, is she you knew ! 

Dead our Duke, and gone his Duchess , 
Seek her at the Church of Brou 1 ” — 

Austrian knights and maieh-worn palmers 
Climb the winding mountain-way — 

Reach the valley, where the Fabric 
Rises higher day by day 



THE CHURCH OF BROU. 


5 


Stones are sawing, hammers ringing , 

On the work the bright sun shines, 90 

In the Savoy mountain-meadows, 

By the stream, below the pines 

On her palfrey white the Duchess 
Sate and watch’d hei working trvnn- 
Flemish carvers, Lombard gildeis, 

German masons, smiths from Spam 

Clad in black, on her white palfiey, 

Hei old architect beside — 

There they found her m the mountains, 

Morn and noon and eventide 100 

There she sate, and watch’d the builders, 

Till the Church was roof’d and done 
Last of all, the builders rear’d her 
In the nave a tomb of stone 

On the tomb two forms they sculptured, 

Lifelike m the marble pale — 

One, the Duke m helm and aimour , 

One, the Duchess m her veil 

Round the tomb the carved stone fretwork 

Was at Eastei-tide put on. 110 

Then the Duchess closed her labours . 

And she died at the St J ohn 


II 

Hire Chmtlr 

Upon the glistening leaden roof 
Of the new Pile, the sunlight shines ; 

The stream goes leaping by. 

The lulls are clothed with pines sun -proof , 
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’Mid bright gieen fields, below the pines 
Stands the Church on high 
What Church is this, i:rom men aloof ? — 

’Tis the Chuich of Brou 

At sunrise, from their dewy lair 
Crossing the stream, the lane are seen 10 

Round the wall to stiay — 

The churchyard wall that clips the square 
Of open lull-sward fresh and green 
Where last year they lay 
But all things now are oidei’d fair 
Round the Cliuich of Brou 

On Sundays, at the matm-clume, 

The Alpine peasants, two and three, 

Climb up here to pray , 

Burgheis and dames, at summer’s prime, 20 

Ride out to chuich from Cliambery, 

Dight with mantles gay 
But else it is a lonely time 
Round the Church of Brou 

On Sundays, too, a priest doth come 
Fiom the wall’d town beyond the pass, 

Down the mountain-way , 

And then you hear the organ’s hum, 

You heai the white-robed priest say mass, 

And the people pi ay 30 

But else the woods and fields are dumb 
Round the Church of Brou. 

And after church, when mass is done, 

The people to the nave repair 
Round the tomb to stray , 

And marvel at the Forms of stone, 
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And praise the ehiselM broideries rare — 

Then they drop away 
The princely Pan are left alone 
In the Church of Brou 40 


III. 

'Che 'Ccrint), 

So rest, for ever rest, O princely Pair * 

In your high church, ’nud the still mountain -air, 

Where horn, and hound, and vassals, nevei come 
Only the blessed Saints aie smiling dumb, 

From the rich painted windows of the nave, 

On aisle, and transept, and your marble giave , 

Where thou, young Prince ! shall never more arise 
From the fi inged mattress where thy Duchess lies, 

On autumn-mornings, when the bugle sounds, 

And ride acioss the drawbridge with thy hounds 10 
To hunt the boai m the crisp woods till eve ; 

And thou, O Princess ' shaft no moie receive, 

Thou and thy ladies, m the hall of state, 

The jaded hunters with their bloody freight, 

Coming benighted to the castle-gate 
So sleep, for evei sleep, O marble Pair ' 

Ox, if ye wake, let it be then, when fair 
On the carved western front a flood of light 
Streams from the setting sun, and colouis bright 
Prophets, transfigured Saints, and Maityrs hrave, 20 
In the vast western window of the nave , 

And on the pavement round the Tomb there glints 
A chequer-work of glowmg sapphire-tmts, 

And amethyst, and ruby — then unclose 
Your eyelids on the stone where ye repose, 

And from your broider’d pillows lift your heads,. 

And rise upon your cold white marble beds , 
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And, looking down on tlie warm rosy tints, 

Winch chequer, at your feet, the illumined flints, 

Say 'What is this ? we are m bliss— -forgiven — 30 

Behold the pavement of the cow ts of Heaven! 

Oi let it be on autumn nights, when ram 
Doth rustlmgly above your heads complain 
On the smooth leaden roof, and on the walls 
Shedding her pensive light at intervals 
The moon through the clere-stoiy windows shines, 

And the wind washes through the mountain-pines. 

Then, gazmg up 5 nnd the dim pillais high, 

The foliaged maible forest where ye lie, 

Hush , ye will say, it is eternity / 40 

This is the glvrmenng verge of Heaven, and these 

The columns of the heavenly palaces 1 

And, m the sweeping of the wind, your ear 

The passage of the Angels’ wings will hear, 

And on the lichen-crusted leads above 
The rustle of the eternal ram of love 


REQUIESCAT 

Strew on her roses, roses, 

And never a spray of yew 1 
In quiet she reposes , 

Ah, would that I did too i 

Her mirth the world required , 

She bathed it in smiles of glee 
But her heart was tired, tired, 

And now they let her be. 

Her life was turning, turning, 

In mazes of heat and sound, 10 

But for peace her soul was yearning, 

And now peace laps her round. 
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Her cabin’d, ample spirit, 

It flutter’d and fail’d for bieath. 
To-mglit it doth inherit 
The vasty hall of death 


TO A GIPSY CHILD BY THE SEA-SHORE 

DOUGLAS, ISLE OF MAN 

Who taught this pleading to unpractised eyes’ 

Who hid such import m an infant’s gloom ’ 

Who lent thee, child, this meditative guise ’ 

Who mass’d, round that slight brow, these clouds of doom ? 

Lo 1 sails that gleam a moment and are gone , 

The swinging waters, and the cluster’d pier 
Not idly Earth and Ocean labour on, 

Nor idly do these sea-birds hover neai 

But thou, whom superfluity of joy 

Wafts not from tlune own thoughts, nor longings vam, 10 
Nor weariness, the full-fed soul’s annoy — 

Remaining m thy hunger and thy pain , 

Thou, drugging pain hy patience , half averse 
Erom thine own mother’s hreast, that knows not thee , 

With eyes which sought thine eyes thou didst converse, 

And that soul-searching vision fell on me 

Glooms that go deep as thine I have not known • 

Moods of fantastic sadness, nothing worth 

Thy sorrow and thy calmness are thme own 

Glooms that enhance and glorify this earth. 20 

What mood wears like complexion to thy woe ? 

His, who m mountain glens, at noon of day, 

Sits rapt, and hears the battle break below ’ 

— Ah i tlune was not the shelter, but the fiay 
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Some exile’s, mindful how the past was glad ? 

Some angel’s, m an alien planet born ? 

— No exile’s dream was ever half so sad, 

Nor any angel’s sorrow so forlorn 

Is the calm thine of stoic souls, who weigh 

Life well, and find it wanting, nor deploie , 30 

But m disdainful silence tui n away, 

Stand mute, self-centred, stern, and dream no more 2 

Or do I wait, to hear some gray-hair’d king 
Unravel all his many-colour’d lore , 

Whose mind hath known all arts of governing, 

Mused much, loved life a little, loathed it more ? 

Down the pale cheek long lines of shadow slope, 

Which years, and curious thought, and suffering give 
— Thou hast foreknown the vanity of hope, 

Foieseen thy haivest — yet proceed’st to live -10 

0 meek anticipant of that suie pam 

Whose siueness gray-hait’d scholars haidly learn ' 

What wonder shall time breed, to swell thy strain 1 
What heavens, what earth, what sun shalt thou discern ? 

Ere the long night, whose stillness brooks no star, 

Match that funereal aspect with her pall, 

1 think, thou wilt have fathom’d life too far, 

Have known too much or else forgotten all 

The Guide of our daik steps a triple veil 

Betwixt our senses and our sorrow keeps , 50 

Hath sown with cloudless passages the tale 

Of grief, and eased us with a thousand sleeps. 

Ah i not the nectarous poppy lovers use, 

Not daily labour’s dull, Lethsean spring, 

Oblivion in lost angels can infuse 
Of the soil’d glory, and bhe trailing wing 
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And though thou glean, what strenuous gleaners may, 

In the throng’d fields where winning comes by strife , 

And though the ]ust sun gild, as mortals pray, 

Some reaches of thy storm-vext stream of life ; 60 

Though that blank sunshine blind thee ; though the cloud 
That sever’d the world’s march and thine, be gone , 

Though ease dulls grace, and Wisdom be too proud 
To halve a lodging that was all her own — 

Once, ere the day decline, thou shalt discern, 

Oh once, ere night, m thy success, thy chain 1 
Ere the long evening close, thou shalt return, 

And wear this majesty of grief again 
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(Ssnimig 

So on the floor lay Balder dead , and round 
Lay thickly strewn swords, axes, darts, and speais, 
Winch all the Gods m sport had idly thrown 
At Balder, whom no weapon pierced 01 clove , 

But m his breast stood fixt the fatal hough 
Of mistletoe, which Lok the Accuser gave 
To Hoder, and unwitting Hodei threw— 

’Gainst that alone had Baldei’s life no charm 
And all the Gods and all the Heroes came, 

And stood round Balder on the bloody floor, 

Weeping and wailing , and Valhalla rang 
Tip to its golden roof with sobs and cues ; 

And on the tables stood the untasted meats, 

And m the horns and gold-rimm’d skulls the wine 
And now would night have fall’ll, and found them yet 
Wailing , but otherwise was Odin’s will 
And thus the Father of the ages spake — 

“ Enough of tears, ye Gods, enough of wail 1 
Hot to lament m was Valhalla made. 

If any here might weep for Balder’s death, 
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I most might weep, his father , such a son 
I lose to-day, so blight, so loved a God 
But he has met that doom, which long ago 
The Normes, when his mother bare him, spun, 

And fate set seal that so his end must be 
Balder has met his death, and ye survive — 

Weep him an hour, but what can grief avail 2 
For ye yourselves, ye Gods, shall meet your doom, 

All ye who hear me, and inhabit Heaven, 

And I too, 0dm too, the Lord of all 30 

But oui s we shall not meet, when that day comes, 

With women’s tears and weak complaining cries — 

Why should we meet another’s portion so 2 
Bather it fits you, having wept your hour, 

With cold dry eyes, and hearts composed and stern, 

To live, as erst, your daily life m Heaven 
By me shall vengeance on the murderer Lok, 

The foe, the accuser, whom, though Gods, we hate, 

Be strictly cared for, m the appointed day 

Meanwhile, to-morrow, when the morning dawns, 40 

Bring wood to the seashore to Balder’s ship, 

And on the deck build high a funeral-pile, 

And on the top lay Balder’s coipse, and put 
Fire to the wood, and send him out to sea 
To burn , for that is what the dead desire ” 

So spake the King of Gods, and straightway rose, 

And mounted his horse Sleipner, whom he rode ; 

And from the hall of Heaven he rode away 
To Lidskialf, and sate upon his throne, 

The mount, from whence his eye surveys the world 50 
And far from Heaven he turn’d his shining orbs 
To look on Midgard, and the earth, and men 
And on the conjuring Lapps he bent his gaze 
Whom antler’d reindeer pull over the snow ; 

And on the Finns, the gentlest of mankind, 

Fair men, who live m holes under the ground ; 
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Nor did he look once more to Ida’s plain, 

Nor tow’id Valhalla, and the sorrowing Gods , 

For well he knew the Gods would heed Ins word, 

And cease to mourn, and think of Balder’s pyre 60 

But m Valhalla all the Gods went "back 
From around Balder, all the Heroes went , 

And left his body sti etch’d upon the floor 
And on their golden chairs they sate again, 

Beside the tables, m the hall of Heaven , 

And before each the cooks who served them placed 
New messes of the boar Serannex’s flesh, 

And the Valkyries crown'd their horns with mead 
So they, with pent-up hearts and tearless eyes, 

"Wailing no more, in silence ate and diank, 70 

While twilight fell, and sacred night came on 
But the blind Hoder left the feasting Gods 
In Odin’s hall, and went through Asgard streets, 

And past the haven where the Gods have moor’d 
Their ships, and through the gate, beyond the wall , 
Though sightless, yet his own mind led the God. 

Down to the margin of the roaring sea 
He came, and sadly went along the sand, 

Between the waves and black o’erhangmg cliffs 
Where m and out the screaming seafowl fly , 80 

Until he came to where a gully breaks 
Thiougli the cliff- wall, and a fiesh stieam runs down 
From the high moois behind, and meets the sea 
There, m the glen, Fensaler stands, the house 
Of Frea, honour’d mother of the Gods, 

And shows its lighted windows to the main 
There he went up, and pass’d the open doors , 

And m the hall he found those women old, 

The prophetesses, who by rite eterne 
On Frea’s hearth feed high the sacred fire 
Both night and day , and by the inner wall 
Upon her golden chair the Mother sate, 
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With folded hands, revolving things to come 
To her drew Hoder near, and spake, and said . — 

“ Mother, a child of hale thou bar’st m me ' 

Tor, first, thou barest me with blinded eyes, 

Sightless and helpless, wandering weak m Heaven , 

And, after that, of ignorant witless mind 
Thou barest me, and unforeseemg soul , 

That I alone must take the branch from Lok, 100 

The foe, the accuser, whom, though Gods, we hate, 

And cast it at the dear-loved Balder’s breast 
At whom the Gods m sport their weapons threw — 

’Gainst that alone had Balder’s life no charm. 

Now therefore what to attempt, or whither fly, 

For who will bear my hateful sight m Heaven ? 

Can I, O mother, bring them Balder back 2 

Or — for thou know’st the fates, and things allow’d— 

Can I with Hela’s power a compact strike, 

And make exchange, and give my life for his ? ” 110 

He spoke the mother of the Gods replied . — 

“ Hoder, ill-fated, child of bale, my son, 

Sightless m soul and eye, what words are these ? 

That one, long portion’d with his doom of death, 

Should change his lot, and fill another’s life, 

And Hela yield to this, and let him go > 

On Balder Death hath laid her hand, not thee , 

Nor doth she count tins life a price for that 
For many Gods in Heaven, not thou alone, 

Would freely die to purchase Balder hack, 120 

And wend themselves to Hela’s gloomy i ealm 
For not so gladsome is that life m Heaven 
Which Gods and heroes lead, m feast and fray, 

Waiting the darkness of the final times, 

That one should grudge its loss for Balder’s sake, 

Balder their joy, so bright, so loved a God 
But fate withstands, and laws forbid this way 
Yet m my secret mind one way I know, 
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Nor do I judge if it shall win or fail , 

But much must still be tried, which shall but fail ” 130 

And the blind Hoder answer’d her, and said : — 

“ What way is this, O mother, that thou show’st ? 

Is it a matter which a God might try ? ” 

And straight the mother of the Gods replied — 

“ There is a road which leads to Hela’s realm, 

Untrodden, lonely, far from light and Heaven 

Who goes that way must take no other hoise 

To ride, but Slerpner, Odin’s hoise, alone 

Noi must he choose that common path of Gods 

Which every day they come and go in Heaven, 140 

O’er the bridge Bifrost, where is Heimdall’s watch, 

Past Midgard fortress, down to earth and men 
But he must tread a dark untravell’d road 
Which branches from the north of Heaven, and ride 
Nine days, nine nights, toward the northern ice, 

Through valleys deep-engulph’d, with roaring streams 
And he will reach on the tenth morn a bridge 
Which spans with golden arches Giall’s stream, 

Not Bifrost, but that bridge a damsel keeps, 

Who tells the passing troops of dead then way 150 

To the low shore of ghosts, and Hela’s realm 
And she will bid him northward steer his course 
Then he will journey through no lighted land, 

Nor see the sun anse, nor see it set , 

But he must ever watch the northern Bear, 

Who from her frozen height with jealous eye 
Confronts the Dog and Hunter m the south. 

And is alone not dipt m Ocean’s stream 

And straight he will come down to Ocean’s strand — 

Ocean, whose watery ring enfolds the woild, 160 

And on whose marge the ancient giants dwell 
But he will reach its unknown northern shore, 

Far, far beyond the outmost giant’s home, 

At the chink’d fields of ice, the waste of snow. 
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And he must fare across the dismal ice 
Northward, until he meets a stretching wall 
Barring his way, and m the wall a, grate 
But then he must dismount, and on the ice 
Tighten the girths of Slerpner, Odin’s horse, 

And make him leap the giate, and come within 170 

And he will see sti etch round him Hela’s i calm, 

The plains of Niflheim, where dwell the dead, 

And hear the 1 oaring of the sti earns of Hell, 

And he will see the feeble, shadowy tribes, 

And Balder sitting crown’d, and Hela’s throne 
Then must he not regard the wailful ghosts 
Who all will flit, like eddying leaves, aiound , 

But he must straight accost their solemn queen, 

And pay her homage, and entreat with pi a} ers, 

Telling liei all that grief they have in Heaven 180 

For Balder, whom she holds by right below , 

If haply he may melt her heart with words, 

And make her yield, and give him Baldei back ” 

She spoke , but Hoder answer’d her and said — 

“ Mother, a dreadful way is this thou show’s! ; 

No journey foi a sightless God to go 1 ” 

And straight the mother of the Gods replied •— 
“Therefore thyself thou shalt not go, my son 
But he whom first thou meetest when thou com’st 
To Asgaid, and declar’st this hidden way, 190 

Shall go ; and I will be his guide unseen.” 

She spoke, and on her face let fall her veil, 

And bow’d her head, and sate with folded hands, 

But at the central hearth those women old, 

Who while the Mother spake had ceased then toil, 

Began again to heap the sacred fire 
And Hoder turn’d, and left his motliei’s house, 

Fensaler, whose lit windows look to sea , 

And came again down to the roaring waves. 

And back along the beach to Asgaid went, 

Ji 
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Pondei mg on that winch Frea said should be 
But night came down, and daiken’d Asgard streets : 
Then from their loathed feasts the Gods arose, 

And lighted torches, and book up the corpse 
Of Balder from the floor of Odin’s hall, 

And laid it on a bier, and bare him home 

Through the fast-darkening streets to his own house, 

Breidablik, on whose columns Balder giaved 

The enchantments that recall the dead to life 

For wise he was, and many curious arts, 210 

Postures of runes, and healing herbs he knew , 

Unhappy 1 but that ait he did not know, 

To keep Ins own life safe, and see the sun 
There to his hall the Gods brought Balder home, 

And each bespake him as he laid him down — 

“Would that ourselves, 0 Balder, we were borne 
Home to our halls, with torchlight, by our km, 

So thou might’s t live, and still delight the Gods ' ” 

They spake , and each went home to lus own house 
But theie was one, the fiist of all the Gods 220 

For speed, and Hermod was Ins name m Heaven ; 

Most fleet he was, but now he went the last, 

Heavy m heait foi Balder, to his house, 

Which he m Asgard "built him, there to dwell, 

Against the liaihour, by the city-wall 
Him the blind Hocler met, as he came up 
From the sea cityward, and knew his step , 

Noi yet could Hermod see his bi other’s face, 

For it grew dark , hut Hoder touch’d Ins aim 

And as a spray of honeysuckle flowers 230 

Biuslies acioss a tired travellers face 

Who shuffles through the deep dew-moisten’d dust, 

On a May evening, in the darken’d lanes, 

And starts lum, that he thinks a ghost went by — 

So Hocler blush’d by Hermod’s side, and said — 

“ Take Sleipner, Herniod, and set forth with dawn 
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To Hela’s kingdom, to ask Balder back , 

And they shall be thy guides, who have the power ” 

He spake, and blush’d soft by, and disappeared 
And Hermod gazed into the night, and said • — 240 

“ Who is it utters through the dark his hest 
So quickly, and will wait for no reply ? 

The voice was like the unhappy Hoder’s voice 
Howbeit I will see, and do his hest , 

Foi there rang note divine m that command” 

So speaking, the fleet-footed Heimod came 
Home, and lay down to»sleep m his own house ; 

And all the Gods lay down m their own homes 
And Hoder too came home, distraught with grief, 
Loathing to meet, at dawn, the other Gods , 250 

And he went m, and shut the door, and fixt 
His sword upright, and fell on it, and died 
But from the lull of Lidskialf Odm rose, 

The throne, from which his eye surveys the world , 

And mounted Sleipner, and m daikness lode 
To Asgaid And the stais came out m heaven, 

High over Asgard, to light home the King 
But fiercely Odm gallop’d, moved in heart , 

And swift to Asgard, to the gate, he came 

And tembly the hoofs of Sleipner rang 260 

Along the flinty floor of Asgard streets, 

And the Gods trembled on their golden beds 
Hearing the wrathful Father coming home — 

Foi dread, for like a whn lwmd, Odm came 
And to Yalhalla’s gate he rode, and left 
Sleipner ; and Sleipner went to his own stall , 

And m Valhalla Odm laid him down 
But m Breidablik, Nanna, Balder’s wife, 

Came with the Goddesses who wrought her will, 

And stood by Balder lying on his bier 270 

And at his head and feet she station’d Scalds 
Who m their lives were famous foi their song ; 
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These o’er the corpse intoned a plaintive strain, 

A dirge — and Nanna and her tram replied 
And far into the night they wail’d their dirge 
But when their souls weie satisfied with wail, 

They went, and laid them down, and Nanna went 
Into an upper chambei , and lay down , 

And Erea seal’d her tired lids with sleep 
And ’twas when night is bordering hard on dawn, 280 
When air is chilliest, and the stars sunk low , 

Then Balder ’s spirit through the gloom drew near, 

Iu garb, m form, m feature as lie was, 

Alive ; and still the rays were round his head 
Which weie his glonous mark m Heaven , he stood 
Over against the curtain of the bed, 

And gazed on Nanna as she slept, and spake — 

“ Poor lamb, thou sleepest, and forgett’st thy woe < 

Tears stand upon the lashes of thine eyes, 

Tears wet the pillow by thy cheek , but thou, 290 

Like a young child, hast cried thyself to sleep 

Sleep on ; I watch thee, and am here to aid 

Alive I kept not fai fiom thee, dear soul 1 

Neither do I neglect thee now, though dead 

Por with to-morrow’s dawn the Gods prepare 

To gather wood, and build a funeral-pile 

Upon my ship, and burn my corpse with fire, 

That sad, sole honour of the dead , and thee 
They think to burn, and all my choicest wealth, 

With me, for thus ordains the common rite 300 

But it shall not be so , but mild, but swift, 

But painless shall a stroke from Pi ea come, 

To cut thy thread of life, and free thy soul, 

And. they shall burn thy corpse with mine, not thee 
And well I know that by no stroke of death, 

Tardy or swift, would’st thou be loath to die, 

So it restored thee, Nanna, to my side, 

Whom thou so well hast loved , but I can smooth 
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Thy way, and this, at least, my prayers avail. 

Yes, and I fam would altogether ward 310 

Death from thy head, and with the Gods m Heaven 
Prolong thy life, though not by thee desired — 

But right bars this, not only thy desire 
Yet dreary, Hanna, is the life they lead 
In that dim world, in Hela’s mouldering realm ; 

And doleful are the ghosts, the troops of dead, 

Whom Hela with austere control presides 
For of the race of Gods is no one there, 

Save me alone, and Hela, solemn queen , 

And all the nobler souls of mortal men 320 

On battle-field have met their death, and now 
Feast in Valhalla, m my fathei’s hall , 

Only the inglorious sort are there below, 

The old, the cowards, and the weak are there — 

Men spent by sickness, or obscure decay 
But even there, 0 Hanna, we might find 
Some solace m each othei’s look and speech, 

Wandering together through that gloomy world, 

And talking of the life we led m Heaven, 

While we yet lived, among the other Gods ” 330 

He spake, and straight his lineaments began 
To fade , and Hanna m her sleep stretch’d out 
Her arms towards him with a cry— -but he 
Mournfully shook Ins head, and disappear’d 
And as the woodman sees a little smoke 
Hang in the an, afield, and disappear, 

So Balder faded m the night away 

And Hanna on her bed sank hack , but then 

Frea, the mother of the Gods, with stroke 

Painless and swift, set free her airy soul, 340 

Which took, on Balder’s track, the way below ; 

And instantly the sacred morn appear’d. 
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Jomncii to the |pc.tb. 

Forth fiorn the east, up the ascent of Heaven, 

Day drove his couiser with the shining mane , 

And in Valhalla, from his gable-perch, 

The golden-ciested cock began to ciow 
Hereafter, m the blackest dead of night, 

With skull and dismal cries that bud shall crow, 

Warning the Gods that foes draw nigh to Heaven , 

But now he crew at dawn, a cheerful note, 

To wake the Gods and Hoioes to their tasks 

And all the Gods, and all the Heroes, woke 10 

And from their beds the Heroes rose, and doun’d 

Their aims, and led their horses fiom the stall, 

And mounted them, and m Valhalla’s court 
Were ranged , and then the daily fray began. 

And all day long they there are hack’d and hewn, 

’Mid dust, and groans, and limbs lopp’d off, and blood , 

But all at night return to Odin’s hall, 

Woundless and fresh , such lot is theirs m Heaven 
And the Valkyries on tlieir steeds went forth 
Tow’rd earth and fights of men , and at tlieir side 20 
Skulda, the youngest of the Normes, rode , 

And over Bifrost, where is Heimdall’s watch, 

Past Midgard fortress, down to earth they came , 

Theie through some battle-field, where men fall fast, 

Their horses fetlock-deep m blood, they ride, 

And pick the bravest warriors out for death, 

Whom they bring back with them at night to Heaven 
To glad the Gods, and feast m Odin’s hall 
But the Gods went not now, as oth.erwh.ile, 

Into the tilt-yard, where the Heroes fought, 30 

To feast their eyes with looking on the fray • 

Nor did they to their judgment-place repair 
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By the ash Igdrasil, m Ida’s plain, 

Where they hold council, and give laws for men 
But they went, Odin hist, the rest behind, 

To the hall Gladlieim, which is built of gold , 

Where are in circle ranged twelve golden chairs, 

And m the midst one higher, Odin’s tin one 
Theie all the Gods m silence sate them down , 

And thus the Father of the ages spalce — 40 

“ Go quickly, Gods, bring wood to the seashore, 

With all, which it beseems the dead to have, 

And make a funeial-pile on Baldei’s ship , 

On the twelfth day the Gods shall burn his corpse 
But Hermod, thou take Sleipuer, and ride down 
To Hela’s kingdom, to ask Balder back ” 

So said he , and the Gods aiose, and took 
Axes and ropes, and at their head came Thor, 

Shouldering his hammer, which the giants know 
Forth wended they, and cl rave then steeds befoie 50 
And up the dewy mountain-tracks they faied 
To the dark forests, in the early dawn , 

And up and down, and side and slant they loam’d 
And fiom the glens all day an echo came 
Of crashing falls , for with his hammer Thor 
Smote ’mid the rocks the lichen-beaicled pines, 

And burst their roots, while to then tops the Gods 
Made fast the woven ropes, and haled them down, 

And lopp’d their boughs, and clove them on the swai d, 
And bound the logs behind their steeds to draw, 60 

And drave them homeward ; and the snorting steeds 
Went straining through the crackling brushwood down, 
And by the darkling forest-paths the Gods 
Follow’d, and on their shoulders carried boughs 
And they came out upon the plain, and pass’d 
Asgard, and led their horses to the beach, 

And loosed them of their loads on the seashore, 

And ranged the wood m stacks by Balder’s ship ; 
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And every God went home to his own house 
But when the Gods were to the forest gone, 70 

Her mod led Slerpner from Valhalla foith 
And saddled him , before that, Slerpner brook’d 
No meaner hand than Odin’s on his mane, 

On his broad back no lesser rider boie , 

Yet docile now he stood at Hermod’s side, 

Arching his neck, and glad to be bestrode, 

Knowing the God they went to seek, how dear 

But Hermod mounted him, and sadly fared 

In silence up the dark untravell’d load 

Which branches from the noitli of Heaven, and went 80 

All day ; and daylight waned, and night came on 

And all that night he rode, and journey’d so, 

Nine days, nine nights, toward the northern ice, 

Through valleys deep-engulph’d, by roaring streams 
And on the tenth morn he beheld the bridge 
Which spans with golden aiehes Giall’s stream, 

And on the bridge a damsel watching arm’d, 

In the stiait passage, at the farther end, 

Where the road issues between walling rocks 

Scant space that warder left for passers by , — 90 

But as when cowherds m October clnve 

Their kme across a snowy mountain-pass 

To winter-pasture on the southern side, 

And on the ridge a waggon chokes the way, 

Wedged m the snow , then painfully the hinds 
With goad and shouting urge their cattle past, 

Plunging through deep untrodden banks of snow 
To right and left, and warm steam fills the air — 

So on the bridge that damsel block’d the way, 

And question’d Hermod as he came, and said — 100 

u Who art thou on thy black and fiery horse 
Under whose hoofs the bridge o’er Giall’s stream 
Rumbles and shakes ^ Tell me thy race and home. 

But yestermorn five tioops of dead pass’d by, 
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Bound on their way below to Hela’s realm, 

Nor shook the bridge so rnncli as tliou alone 
And thou bast flesh and colour on thy cheeks, 

Like men who live, and draw the vital air , 

Nor look’st thou pale and wan, like men deceased, 

Souls bound below, my daily passeis here ” 110 

And the fleet-footed Hermod answer’d her — 

“ 0 damsel, Hermod am I call’d, the son 
Of Odm , and my lngh-i oof’d house is built 
Par hence, m Asgard, m the city of Gods , 

And Sleipner, Odin’s horse, is this I ride 
And I come, sent this road on Balder’s track , 

Say then, if he hath cross’d thy bridge or no ? ” 

He spake , the warder of the bridge replied — 

“ 0 Hermod, l'arely do the feet of Gods 

Or of the horses of the Gods resound 120 

Upon my budge ; and, when they cross, I know 

Balder hath gone this way, and ta’en the load 

Below there, to the north, tow’id Hela’s realm 

Prom here the cold white mist can be discern’d, 

Nor lit with sun, but through the darksome air 
By the dim vapour-blotted light of stais, 

Which hangs over the ice where lies the road 
For m that ice are lost those northern streams, 

Freezing and ridging m their onward flow, 

Which from the fountain of Vergelmer run, 130 

The spring that bubbles up by Hela’s throne 
There are the joyless seats, the haunt of ghosts, 

Hela’s pale swarms , and there was Balder bound 
Hide on ' pass free i but he by this is there ” 

She spake, and stepp’d aside, and left him room 
And Hermod greeted her, and gallop’d by 
Across the bridge j then she took post again 
But northward Hermod rode, the way below ; 

And o’er a darksome tract, which knows no sun, 

But by the blotted light of stars, he fared. 


140 
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And he came down to Ocean’s northern strand, 

At the drear ice, beyond the giants’ home 
Thence on he journey’d o’er the fields of ice 
Still north, until he met a stretching wall 
Barring Ins way, and in the wall a giate 
Then he dismounted, and drew tight the girths, 

On the smooth ice, of Sleipner, Odin’s horse, 

And made lmn leap the grate, and came within 
And he beheld spread round him Hela’s lealm, 

The jilains of Nifllieim, where dw 7 e.ll the dead, 150 

And heard the thunder of the streams of Hell 
For near the wall the river of Roaring flows, 

Outmost , the otheis near the centie run — 

The Stoim, the Abyss, the Howling, and the Pain , 

These flow by Hela’s throne, and near their spring 
And fiojn the dailc flock’d up the shadowy tribes , — 

And as the swallows crowd the bulrush-beds 
( Of some clear river, issuing from a lake, 

On autumn-days, before they cross the sea , 

And to each hulrusli-crest a swallow hangs ] 60 

Quivering, and otheis skim the i iver-streams, 

And their quick twittering fills the hanks and sboi es— 

So aiound Herraod swarm’d the twittering ghosts 
"Women, and infants, and young men who died 
Too soon for fame, with white ungraven shields , 

And old men, known to glory, but their star 
Betray’d them, and of wasting age they died, 

Not wounds , yet, dying, they their armour wore, 

And now have chief legard in Hela’s realm 

Behind flock’d wrangling up a piteous crew, V70 

Greeted of none, disfeatured and forlorn — 

Cowards, who were m sloughs mterr’d alive ; 

And round them still the wattled hurdles hung, 

Wherewith they stamp’d them down, and trod them deep, 
To hide their shameful memory from men. 

But all he pass’d unhail’d, and reach’d the throne 
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Of Hela, and saw, near it Balder crown’d, 

And Hela set thereon, with countenance stem, 

And thus bespalce him first the solemn queen — 

“Unhappy, liow hast thou endured to leave 180 

The light, and -journey to the cheerless land 
-Where idly flit about the feeble shades ’> 

How didst thou cross the budge o’ei Chalks stream, 

Being alive, and come to Ocean’s shore ? 

Or how o’erleap the grate that bais the wall 
She spake but down oil’ Sleipnei Iieiinod sprang, 

And fell before hei feet, and clasp’d her knees , 

And spake, and milcl entreated her, and said — 

“O ITela, wheieforc should the Gods declare 
Their errands to each other, 01 tho ways 190 

They go ? the errand and the way is known. 

Thou know’st, thou know’st, what grief we have nr Heaven 
For Balder, whom thou hold’s! by right below. 

Restore him 1 foi what part fulfils he lieie* 

Shall he shed cheer over the cheerless seats, 

And touch the apathetic ghosts with joy ? 

Not for such end, O queen, thou hold’s! thy realm 
For Heaven was Balder born, the city of Gods 
And Heroes, where they live in light and joy. 

Thither restore lmn, for his place is there 200 

He spoke , and grave replied the solemn queen — 

“ Hermod, for he thou art, thou son of Heaven ! 

A strange unlikely errand, sure, is thine. 

Do the Gods send to me to make them blest? 

Small bliss my race hath of the Gods obtained. 

Three nnglity children to my father Lok 
Did Angerbode, the giantess, bring forth — - 
Fenris the wolf, the Serpent huge, and me, 

Of these the Serpent m the sea ye cast, 

Who since m your despite hath wax’d amam, 210 

And now with gleaming ring enfolds the world , 

Me on this cheerless nether world ye threw, 
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And gave me nine unliglited realms to rule , 

While on his island in the lake afai, 

Made fast to the bored ciag, by wile not strength 
Subdued, with limbei chains lives Fenris bound. 

Lok still subsists m Heaven, our father wise, 

Your mate, though loathed, and feasts m Odin’s hall , 

But him too foes await, and netted snares, 

And m a cave a bed of needle-rocks, 220 

And o’er his visage serpents chopping gall 
Yet he shall one day rise, and burst his bonds, 

And with himself set us Ins offspring free, 

When he guides Muspel’s children to their bourne. 

Till then m peril or m pain we live, 

Wrought by the Gods — and ask the Gods our aid ? 
Howbeit, we abide our day , till then, 

We do not as some feebler haters do — 

Seek to afflict our foes with petty pangs, 

Helpless to better us, or rum them 230 

Come then 1 if Balder was so dear beloved, 

And this is true, and such a loss is Heaven’s — 

Hear, how to Heaven may Balder be restored 
Show me through all the world the signs of grief 1 
Fails but one thing to gneve, here Balder stops ' 

Let all that lives and moves upon the earth 
Weep him, and all that is without life weep ; 

Let Gods, men, brutes, beweep bim , plants and stones 1 
So shall I know the lost was dear indeed, 

And bend my heart, and give him back to Heaven ” 240 

She spake ; and Hermod answer’d her, and said : — 

“ Hela, such as thou say’st, the terms shall he 
But come, declare me this, and truly tell 
May I, ere I depart, bid Balder hail, 

Or is it here withheld to greet the dead ? ” 

He spake, and straightway Hela answered him . — 
“Hermod, greet Balder if thou wilt, and hold 
Converse , his speech remains, though he be dead ” 
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And straight to Baldei Hermod turn’d, and spake — 

“ Even in the abode of death, 0 Balder, hail 1 250 

Thou hear’st, if hearing, like as speech, is thine, 

The terms of tliy rel easement hence to Heaven , 

Fear nothing but that all shall be fulfill’d 
For not unmindful of thee are the Gods, 

Who see the light, and blest m Asgard dwell , 

Even heie they seek thee out, m Hela’s realm 
And siue of all the happiest far art tliou 
Who ever have been known m eaith or Heaven , 

Alive, thou wast of Gods the most beloved, 

And now thou sittest crown’d by Hela’s side, 260 

Here, and hast honour among all the dead ” 

He spake , and Balder uttei’d him leply, 

But feebly, as a voice far off , he said — 

“ Hermod the nimble, gild me not my death ' 

Better to live a serf, a captured man, 

Who scatters rushes m a mastei’s hall, 

Thau be a ci own’d king here, and rule the dead 
And now I count not of these terms as safe 
To be fulfill’d, nor my return as sure, 

Though I be loved, and many mourn my death ; 270 

For double-minded ever was the seed 
Of Lok, and double are the gifts they give 
Howbeit, report tliy message , and therewith, 

To Odin, to my father, take tins ring, 

Memorial of me, whether saved oi no , 

And tell the Heaven -horn Gods how thou hast seen 
Me sitting here below by Ilela’s side, 

Crown’d, having honour among all the dead ” 

He spake, and raised his hand, and gave the ring 
And with inscrutable regard the queen 280 

Of Hell beheld them, and the ghosts stood dumb 
But Hermod took the ring, and yet once more 
Kncel’cl and chcl homage to the solemn queen , 

Then mounted Sleipner, and set forth to ride 
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Back, tin ongh the astonish’d tubes of dead, to Heaven 
And to the wall he came, and found the grate 
Lifted, and issued on the fields of ice 
And o’er the ice he fared to Ocean's strand, 

And up from thence, a wet and misty road, 

To the arm’d damsel’s bridge, and Giall’s stream 290 
Worse was that way to go than to return, 

For him , — for others all leturn is ban’d 
Nine days he took to go, two to return, 

And on the twelfth morn saw the light of Heaven. 

And as a tiaveller m the eaily dawn 

To the steep edge of some gieat valley comes, 

Thiougli which a river flows, and sees, beneath, 

Clouds of white rolling vapouis fill the vale, 

But o’er them, on the faither slope, descues 
Vineyaids, and crofts, and pastures, bright with sun- 
So, Hermod, o’er the fog between, saw Heaven 301 

And Sleipner snorted, for he smelt the an 
Of Heaven , and mightily, as wing’d, he flew 
And Heimod saw the towers of Asgard rise , 

And he drew neai, and heard no living voice 
In Asgaid , and the golden halls were dumb 
Then Hermod knew what labour held the Gods ; 

And through the empty streets he lode, and pass’d 

Under the gate-house to the sands, and found 

The Gods on the sea-shore by Balder’s ship 310 


III 

Jhmetal 

The Gods held talk together, group’d m knots, 

Round Balder’s corpse, which they had thither borne ; 
And Hermod came down tow’rcls them from the gate 
And Lok, the father of the serpent, first 
Beheld lnm come, and to his neighbour spake — 



BALDER DEAD. 


31 


“Sec, lieie is Hermod, who comes single back 
From Hell ; and shall I tell thee how he seems 2 
Like as a farmer, who hath lost his dog, 

Some mom, at market, m a crowded town — 

Through many streets the poor beast runs m vain, 10 
And follows this man after that, for horns , 

And, late at evening, spent and panting, falls 
Befoie a stranger’s threshold, not Ins home, 

With flanks a-tremble, and his slender tongue 
Hangs quivering out between Ins dust-sm ear’d jaws, 

And piteously he eyes the passers by , 

But home Ins master comes to his own farm, 

Far in the country, wondering wlieie he is — 

So Hermod comes to-day tmfollow’d home ” 

And straight lna neighbour, moved with wrath, replied — 
“ Deceivei 1 fan m f oi m, but false m heart ' 21 

Enemy, mocker, whom, though Gods, we hate — 

Peace, lest our father Odm hear thee gibe ' 

Would I might see lum snatch thee m his hand, 

And bind thy carcase, like a bale, with cords, 

And hurl thee m a lake, to sink or swim ! 

If clear from plotting Baldei’s death, to swim , 

But deep, if thou devisedst it, to drown, 

And perish, against fate, before thy day ” 

So they two soft to one another spake 30 

But Odm look’d toward the land, and saw 
His messenger ; and he stood forth, and cried 
And Hermod came, and leapt from Sleipner down, 

And m his father’s hand put Sleipnei’s rein, 

And greeted Odm and the Gods, and said — 

“ Odm, my father, and ye, Gods of Heaven 1 
Lo, home, having peiform’d your will, I come 
Into the joyless kingdom have I been, 

Below, and look’d upon the shadowy tubes 

Of ghosts, and communed with then solemn queen, 40 

And to your prayer she sends you this reply 
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Show he ) through all the world the signs of gnef l 
Fails hut one thing to gi ieve, there Baldei stops ' 

Let Gods , men, brutes, beiveep him , plants and stones • 

So shall she Lnow your loss was dear indeed, 

And bend her heart, and give you Baldei bach, ” 

He spoke , and all the Gods to Odin look’d , 

And stiaiglit the Father of the ages said — 

“Ye Gods, these teims may keep another day 
But now, put on your aims, and mount your steeds, 50 
And m procession all come near, and weep 
Balder , foi that is what the dead desn e 
When ye enough have wept, then build a pile 
Of the heap’d wood, and bum his corpse with fire 
Out of oui sight , that we maj turn from grief, 

And lead, as erst, our daily life m Heaven ” 

He spoke, and the Gods arm’d , and Odm donn’cl 
His dazzling corslet and Ins helm of gold, 

And led the way on Sleipner , and the rest 

Follow’d, in tears, their father and their king 60 

And thuce m arms around the dead they rode, 

Weeping , the sands were wetted, and their aims, 

With their thick-falling tears — so good a friend 
They mourn’d that day, so bright, so loved a God 
And Odm came, and laid his kmgly hands 
On Balder’s breast, and thus began the wail • — 

“ Farewell, O Balder, bright and loved, my son 1 
In that great day, the twilight of the Gods, 

When Muspel’s children shall beleaguer Heaven, 

Then we shall miss thy counsel and thy arm 70 

Thou earnest near the next, 0 warrior Tlioi > 

Shouldering thy hammer, in thy chariot drawn, 

Swaying the long-hair’d goats with silver’d lem , 

And over Balder’s corpse these words didst say — 

“ Brother, thou dwellest m the darksome land, 

And talkest with the feeble tubes of ghosts, 

Now, and I know not how they puze thee there— 
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But here, I know, tliou will, be miss’d and lnouin’d 
For haughty spmta and high wraths are rife 
Among the Gods and Heroes lieie m Heaven, 80 

As among those whose joy and work is war , 

And daily strifes arise, and angiy words 
But from thy lips, O Balder, night or day, 

Heard no one ever an mjuuous word 
To God or Hero, hut thou keptest back 
The others, labouring to compose their brawls. 

Be ye then land, as Balder too was land ! 

For we lose him, who smoothed all strife m Heaven ” 

He spake, and all the Gods assenting wail’d 
And Freya next came nigh, with golden teais , 90 

The loveliest Goddess she in Heaven, by all 
Most honour’d after Frea, Odm’a wife 
Her long ago the wandeiing Oder took 
To mate, hut left her to loam distant lands , 

Since then she seeks luni, and weeps tears of gold 
Names hath slie many , Yanadis on eai fch 
They call her, Freya is her name m Heaven , 

Slie in her hands took Balder’s head, and spake — 
“Balder, my brother, tliou art gone a road 
Unknown and long, and haply on that way 100 

My long-lost wandering Oder thou hast met, 

For m the paths of Heaven ho is not found 
Oh, if it he so, tell him what thou wast 
To Ins neglected wife, and what he is, 

And wring Ins heart with shame, to hear thy word ' 

For he, my husband, loft me here to pme, 

Not long a wife, when Ins unquiet heart 
First drove lum from me into distant lands , 

Since then I vainly seek him through the world, 

And weep from shore to shore my golden tears, 110 

But neithei god nor mortal heeds my pam 
Thou only, Balder, wast for ever kind, 

To take my hand, and wipe my tears, and say : 

o 
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Weep not , 0 Fteya , weep «o golden, tears ’ 

One day the wandering Odei will return, 

Or thou wilt find lam in thy faithful seaich 
On some gi eat load, or 'testing m an inn, 

Or at a ford, 01 sleeping by a ti ee 
So Balder said —but Oder, well I know, 

My truant Oder I shall see no more 120 

To the woild’s end ; and Balder now is gone, 

And I am left uncomforted m Heaven ” 

She spake , and all the Goddesses bewail'd 
Last from among the Heroes one came near, 

No God, hut of the hero-troop the chief — 

Regner, who swept the noithem sea with fleets, 

And ruled o’er Denmark and the heathy isles, 

Living , but Ella captured him and slew , — 

A king whose fame then fill’d the vast of Heaven, 

Now time obscures it, and men’s later deeds 130 

He last approach’d the corpse, and spake, and said — 

“ Balder, there yet are many Scalds m Heaven 
Still left, and that chief Scald, thy biothei Biage, 

Whom we may bid to snig, though thou ait gone 
And all these gladly, while we dnnlc, v e hear, 

After the feast is done, m Odin’s hall , 

But they haip ever on one string, and wake 
Remembiance m our soul of wars alone, 

Such as on earth we valiantly have waged, 

And blood, and ringing blows, and violent death 140 
But when thou sangest, Balder, thou didst strike 
Another note, and, like a bird m spring, 

Thv voice of joyance minded us, and youth, 

And wife, and children, and our ancient home 
Yes, and I, too, remember’d then no moie 
My dungeon, where the serpents stung me dead, 

Nor Ella’s victory on the English coast— 

But I heard Thora laugh in Gothland Isle, 

And saw my shepherdess, Aslauga, tend 
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Ilei flock along the white Norwegian Leach 150 

Tears started to mine eyes with yearning joy 
Therefore with grateful heart I mourn thee dead.' 5 

So Regner spake, and all the Heroes groan’d 
But now the sun had pass’d the height of Heaven, 

And soon had all that day been spent m wail , 

But then the Bather of the ages said — 

“Ye Gods, there well may be too much of wail > 

Bring now the gather’d wood to Balder’s ship , 

Heap on the deck the logs, and build the pyre ” 

But when the Gods and Hei oes heai d, they brought 160 
The wood to Balder’s ship, and built a pile, 

Full the deck’s breadth, and lofty , then the corpse 
Of Balder on the highest top they laid, 

With Nanna on his right, and on his left 
Hoder, his brother, whom his own hand slew 
And they set jais of wine and oil to lean 
Against the bodies, and stuck torches near, 

Splinters of pine- wood, soak’d with turpentine , 

And brought his arms and gold, and all his stuff. 

And slew the dogs who at Ins table fed, 170 

And lus horse, Balder’s lioise, whom most he loved, 

And placed them on the pyre, and 0dm threw 
A last choice gift thereon, Ins golden ung 
The mast they fixt, and hoisted up the sails, 

Then they put fire to the wood , and Thor 

Set lus stout shoulder hard against the stern 

To push the ship through the thick sand , — sparks flew 

From the deep trench she plough’d, so strong a God 

Furrow’d it ; and the water gurgled m 

And the ship floated on the waves, and rock’d 180 

But in the lulls a strong east-wind arose, 

And came down moaning to the sea , first squalls 
Ran black o’er the sea’s face, then steady rush’d 
The breeze, and fill’d the sails, and blew the fire 
And wreathed m smoke the ship stood out to sea 
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Soon with a roaring rose the mighty fire, 

And the pile crackled , and between the logs 

Sharp quivering tongues of flame shot out, and leapt, 

Cuihng and darting, higher, until they lick’d 

The summit of the pile, the dead, the mast, 190 

And ate the shrivelling sails , but still the ship 

Drove on, ablaze above her hull with fire 

And the Gods stood upon the beach, and gazed 

A n ri while they gazed, the sun went lund down 

Into the smoke- wrapt sea, and night came on 

Then the wind fell, with night, and theie was calm , 

But through the dark they watch’d the burning ship 
Still earned o’er the distant waters on, 

Farther and farther, like an eye of fire 

And long, m the fai dark, blazed Balder’s pile , 200 

But fainter, as the stais rose high, it flaied, 

The bodies were consumed, ash choked the pile 
And as, m a decaying winter-fire, 

A charr’d log, falling, makes a shower of sparks — 

So with a shower of sparks the pile fell in, 

’ Reddening the sea around ; and all was dark 
But the Gods went by starlight up the shore 
To Asgard, and sate down m Odin’s hall 
At table, and the funeial-feast began 
All night they ate the boar Serimner’s flesh, 210 

And from their horns, with silver rimm’d, diank mead, 
Silent, aud waited for the sacred morn 
And morning over all the world was spread 
Then from their loathed feasts the Gods arose, 

And took their hoises, and set forth to ride 
O’er the bridge Bifrost, where is Heimdall’s watch, 

To the ash Igdiasil, and Ida’s plain , 

Thor came on foot, the rest on horseback rode. 

And they found Mimir sitting by his fount 

Of wisdom, which beneath the ashtree springs , 220 

And saw the Nornies watering the roots 
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Of that world-shadowing tree with honey-dew 
There came the Gods, and sate them down on stones , 

And thus the Father of the ages said — 

“ Ye Gods, the terms ye know, which Hermod brought 
Accept them or reject them ' both have grounds. 

Accept them, and they bind us, unfulhll’d, 

To leave for evei Balder m the grave, 

An unrecover’d pnsoner, shade with shades 

But how, ye say, should the fulfilment fail ? — 230 

Smooth sound the terms, and light to be fulfill’d , 

For dear-beloved was Balder while he lived 

In Heaven and earth, and who would grudge him tears ? 

But from the traitorous seed of Lok they come, 

These terms, and I suspect some hidden fraud 
Bethink ye, Gods, is there no otliei way ? — 

Speak, were not this a way, the way for Gods 1 
If I, if Odm, clad m ladiant arms, 

Mounted on Sleipner, with the warrior Thor 

Drawn m his ear beside me, and my sons, 240 

All the strong brood of Heaven, to swell my tram, 

Should make irruption into Hela’s realm, 

And set the fields of gloom ablaze with light, 

And bring m triumph Balder hack to Heaven ? ” 

He spake, and Ins fieice sons applauded loud 
But Frea, mother of the Gods, ai ose, 

Daughter and wife of Odm , thus she said — 

“ Odm, thou whirlwind, what a threat is this 1 
Thou threatonest what transcends thy might, even thine 
For of all powers the mightiest far art thou, 250 

Lord over men on earth, and Gods m Heaven , 

Yet even from thee thyself hath been withheld 
One thing — to undo what thou thyself hast ruled 
For all which hath been fixt, was fixt by thee 
In the beginning, ere the Gods were born, 

Before the Heavens were budded, thou didst slay 
The giant Ynnr, whom the abyss brought forth, 
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Thou and thy bretlnen fierce, the sons of Bor 

And cast his trunk to choke the abysmal void 

But of his flesh and members thou didst build 260 

The eaith and Ocean, and above them Heaven 

And from the flaming woi Id. where Muspel reigns, 

Thou sent’st and fetched st fire, and madest lights, 

Sun, moon, and stars, which thou hast hung m Heaven, 

Dividing clear the paths of night and day 

And Asgard thou didst build, and Miclgard fort , 

Then me thou mad’st , of us the Gods wei e born 
Last, walking by the sea, thou foundest spars 
Of wood, and fiamed’st men, who till the earth, 

Oi on the sea, the field of pirates, sail 2*70 

And all the race of Ymu thou didst drown, 

Save one, Bergelmer , — he on shipboard fled 
Thy deluge, and from him the giants sprang 
But all that biood thou hast removed fai off, 

And set by Ocean’s utmost maige to dwell , 

But Hela into Niflheim thou thiew’st, 

And gav’st her nine unliglited worlds to rule, 

A queen, and empire over all the dead 
That empire wilt thou now invade, light up 
Her darkness, from her giasp a subject tear ? — 280 

Try it , but I, for one, will not applaud. 

Nor do I ment, 0dm, thou should’st slight 
Me and my words, though thou be first m Heaven , 

For I too am a Goddess, born of thee, 

Thine eldest, and of me the Gods are sprung , 

And all that is to come I know, but lock 
In mine own breast, and have to none reveal’d 
Come then ' since Hela holds by light her prey, 

But offers terms for his release to Heaven, 

Accept the chance , thou caust no more obtain 290 

Send through the world thy messengers , entreat 
All living and unliving things to weep 
For Balder , if thou haply thus rnay’st melt 
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Hela, and win the loved one bade to Heaven 
She spake, and on her face let fall her veil, 

And bow’d her head, and sate with folded hands 
Noi did the all-ruling Odm slight her woid , 

Straightway he spake, and thus address’d the Gods 
“ Go quickly forth through all the world, and pray 
All living and unliving things to weep 300 

Baldei , if haply he may thus be won ” 

When the Gods heard, they straight aiose, and took 
Their horses, and rode forth through all the world , 

North, south, east, west, they struck, and roam’d the world, 
Entreating all things to weep Balder’s death 
And all that lived, and all without life, wept. 

And as in winter, when the frost breaks up, 

At winter’s end, before the spring begins, 

And a warm west-wind blows, and thaw sets m — 

After an hour a dripping sound is heard 310 

In all the forests and the soft-strewn snow, 

Under the trees is dibbled thick with holes, 

And from the boughs the snowloads shuffle down, 

And, m fields sloping to the south, dark plots 
Of grass peep out amid sui rounding snow, 

And widen, and the peasant’s heart is glad — 

So through the world was heard a dripping noise 
Of all things weeping to bring Balder back , 

And there fell joy upon the Gods to hear 

But Hermod rode with Niord, whom he took 320 

To show him spits and beaches of the sea 
Ear off, where some uuwarn’d might fail to weep — 

Niord, the God of storms, whom fisheis know , 

Not born in Heaven , he was m Yanheim rear’d, 

With men, but lives a hostage with the Gods , 

He knows each frith, and every rocky creek 

"Fringed with dark pines, and sands where seafowl scream — 

They two scour’d every coast, and all things wept. 

And they rode home together, through the wood 
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Of Jarnvid, which to east of Midgaid lies 330 

Boidermg the giants, where the trees are iron , 

There in the wood befoie a cave they came, 

Where sate, m the cave’s mouth, a skinny hag, 

Toothless and old , she gibes the passers by 
Thok is she call’d, but now Lok wore hei shape , 

She greeted them the first, and laugh’d, and said — 

“Ye Gods, good lack, is it so dull m Heaven, 

That ye come pleasuring to Tkok’s iron wood 2 

Loveis of change ye are, fastidious sprites 

Look, as in some booi’s yard a sweet-breath’d cow, 340 

Whose manger is stuff’d full of good fresh hay, 

Snuffs at it daintily, and stoops her head 
To chew the straw, her litter, at her feet — 

So ye grow squeamish, Gods, and sniff at Heaven I ” 

She spake , but Heimod answei’d her and said — 

“ Thok, not foi gibes we come, we come for teais 
Balder is dead, and Hela holds her prey, 

But will restore, if all things give him tears 
Begrudge not thine ' to all was Balder dear,” 

Then, with a louder laugh, the hag replied — 350 

“ Is Balder dead and do ye come for teais ? 

Thok with dry eyes will weep o’er Balder’s pyic 
Weep him all other things, if weep they will — 

I weep him not 1 let Hela keep her prey ” 

She spake, and to the cavern’s depth she fled, 

Mocking , and Hermod knew their toil was vain. 

And as seafaring men, who long have wrought 
’ In the great deep for gam, at last come home, 

And towards evening see the headlands rise 

Of their dear country, and can plain descry 360 

A fire of wither’d furze which hoys have lit 

Upon the cliffs, or smoke of burning weeds 

Out of a till’d field inland then the wind 

Catches them, and drives out again to sea ; 

And they go long days tossing up and down 
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Over tlie grey sea-ridges, and the glimpse 
Of port they had makes bitterer far their toil — 

So the Gods’ cross was bitteier for then joy 
Then, sad at lieait, to Niord Heimod spake — 

“ It is the accuser Lok, who flouts us all ' 370 

Ride back, and tell m Heaven this heavy news , 

I must again below, to Hela’s realm ” 

He spoke , and Nioid set forth back to Heaven 
But northward Hermod rode, the way below, 

The way he knew , and traversed Giall’s stream, 

And down to Ocean groped, and cross’d the ice, 

And came beneath the wall, and found the grate 

Still lifted , well was his return foreknown 

And once more Hermod saw around him spiead 

The joyless plains, and heard the streams of Hell 380 

But as he enter’d, on the extremest bound 

Of Niflheim, lie saw one ghost come near, 

Hovering, and stopping oft, as if afraid — 

Hoder, the unhappy, whom his own hand slew 
And Hermod look’d, and knew Ins brother’s ghost, 

And call’d him by lus name, and sternly said — 

“ Hoder, ill-fated, blind m heart and eyes ! 

Why tamest thou to plunge thee m the gulph 
Of the deep inner gloom, but flittest here, 

In twilight, on the lonely verge of Hell, 390 

Far from the other ghosts, and Hela’s throne? 

Doubtless thou fearest to meet Balder’s voice, 

Thy brother, whom through folly thou didst slay ” 

He spoke , but Hoder answer’d lnm, and said , — 

“ Hermod the nimble, dost thou still pursue 
The unhappy with reproach, even m the grave ? 

For this I died, and lied beneath the gloom, 

Not daily to endure abhorring Gods, 

Nor with a hateful presence cumber Heaven ; 

And caust thou not, even here, pass pitying by ? 

No less than Balder have I lost the light 


400 



42 


NARRATIVE POEMS. 


Of Heaven, and communion with my km , 

I too had once a wife, and once a child, 

And substance, and a golden house m Heaven — 

But all I left of my own act, and fled 
Below, and dost thou hate me even here ? 

Balder upbraids me not, nor hates at all, 

Though he has cause, have any cause , but he, 

When that with downcast looks I hither came, 

Stretch’d forth his hand, and with benignant voice, 410 
Welcome, he said, if there he welcome here , 

Brother and fellow-sport of Lolc with me ' 

And not to offend thee, Hermod, nor to force 

My hated converse on thee, came I up 

From the dee.p gloom, where I will now return , 

But earnestly I long’d to hover near, 

Not too far off, when that thou earnest by , 

To feel the presence of a brother God, 

And hear the passage of a horse of Heaven, 

For the last time— for here thou com’st no more ” 420 

He spake, and turn’d to go to the inner gloom 
But Hermod stay’d him with mild words, and said 
“Thou doest well to chide me, Hoder blind 1 
Truly thou say’st, the planning guilty mind 
Was Lok’s , the uuwittmg hand alone was thine. 

But Gods are like the sons of men m this — 

When they have woe, they blame the nearest cause 
Howbeit stay, and be appeased ! and tell 
Sits Balder still m pomp by Hela’s side, 

Or is he mingled with the unnumber’d dead ? ” 430 

And the blind Hoder answer’d him and spake — 

“ His place of state remains by Hola’a side, 

But empty , for his wife, for Hanna came 
Lately below, and join’d him and the pair 
Fiequent the still lecesses of the realm 
Of Hela, and hold converse undisturb’d. 

But they too, doubtless, will have breathed the balm, 
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Which floats before a visitant from Heaven, 

And have drawn upward to this verge of Hell ” 

He spake ; and, as he ceased, a puff of wind 440 

Roll’d heavily the leaden mist aside 
Round where they stood, and they beheld two forms 
Make toward them o’er the stretching cloudy plain 
And Hermod straight perceived them, who they were, 
Balder and Nanna , and to Baldei said — 

“ Balder, too truly thou foresaw’st a snare 1 
Bole triumphs still, and Hela keeps her prey 
No more to Asgard slialt thou come, nor lodge 
In thy own house, Breidablik, nor enjoy 
The love all bear towaid thee, nor tram up 450 

Dorset, thy son, to be beloved like thee. 

Here must thou lie, and wait an endless age. 

Therefore for the last time, 0 Balder, hail > ” 

He spake , and Balder answer’d him, and said — 

“ Hail and farewell ' for here thou eom’st no more 
Yet mourn not for me, Hermod, when thou sitt’st 
In Heaven, nor let the othei Gods lament, 

As wholly to be pitied, quite forlorn 
Dor Nanna hath lejom’d me, who, of old, 

In Heaven, was seldom parted from my side , 460 

And still the acceptance follows me, which crown’d 

My former life, and cheers me even heie 

The iron frown of Hela is relax’d 

When I draw nigh, and the wail tribes of dead 

Love me, and gladly bung for my award 

Their ineffectual feuds and feeble hates — 

Shadows of hates, but they distress them still ” 

And the fleet-footed Hermod made reply — 

“ Thou hast then all the solace death allows, 

Esteem and function , and so far is well 470 

Yet here thou best, Balder, underground, 

Rusting for ever , and the years roll on, 

The geneiations pass, the ages grow, 
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And bring us nearer to tlie final day 

When from the south shall march the fiery band 

And cioss the bridge of Heaven, with Lok foi guide, 

And Fenris at Ins heel with biolcen chain ; 

While from the east the giant Rymer steers 

His ship, and the great serpent makes to land 

And all are maishall’d m one flaming square 480 

Against the Gods, upon the plains of Heaven, 

I mourn thee, that thou canst not help us then ” 

He spake ; but Balder answer’d him, and said — 

“ Mourn not for me 1 Mourn, Hennod, foi tlie Gods , 
Mouin for the men on earth, the Gods in Heaven, 

Who live, and with their eyes shall see that clay 1 
The day will come, when fall shall Asgaid’s towers, 

And Odm, and his sons, the seed of Heaven , 

But what were I, to save them m that hour * 

If strength might save them, could not Odin save, 490 
My father, and his pride, the warrior Thor, 

Vidar the silent, the impetuous Tyr ? 

I, what were I, when these can nought avail ? 

Yet, doubtless, when the day of battle conies, 

And the two hosts are marshaled, and in Heaven 
The golden-crested cock shall sound alarm, 

And his black bi otlier-bud from hence reply, 

And buckleis clash and speais begin to pour — 

Longing will stir within my breast, though vain 

But not to me so grievous, as, T know, 500 

To other Gods it weie, is my enforced 

Absence from fields where I could nothing aid , 

Foi I am long since weary of your storm 
Of carnage, and find, Hermod, m your life 
Something too much of war and broils, which make 
Life one perpetual fight, a hath of blood 
Mine eyes are dizzy with the arrowy hail , 

Mine ears aie stunn’d with blows, and sick for calm. 
Inactive theiefore let me lie, m gloom, 
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Unarm’d, inglorious , I attend the couise 530 

Of ages, and my late letum to light, 

In times less alien to a spirit mild, 

In new-recover’d seats, the happier day ” 

He spake , and the feet Hermod thus replied • — 

“ Brother, -what seats are these, what happier day 2 
Tell me, that I may ponder it when gone ” 

And the ray-crowned Balder answei 5 d him . — 

“ Fai to the south, beyond the blue, there spreads 

Another Heaven, the boundless —no one yet 

Hath reach’d it , theie heieafter shall arise 520 

The second Asgard, with another name 

Thither, when o’er this present earth and Heavens 

The tempest of the latter days hath swept, 

And they from sight have disappear’d, and sunk, 

Shall a small remnant of the Gods repair , 

IToder and I shall 30111 them fiom the giave 

There re-assembling we shall see emerge 

Fiom the bright Ocean at our feet an earth 

More fresh, more verdant than the last, with fruits 

Self-springing, and a seed of man preserved, 530 

Who then shall live 111 peace, as now 111 war 

But we in Heaven shall find again with joy 

The rain’d palaces of 0dm, seats 

Familiar, halls whei e we have supp’d of old , 

Re-enter them with wonder, never fill 

Our eyes with gaziug, and rebuild with tears 

And we shall tread once more the well-known plain 

Of Ida, and among the grass shall find 

The golden dice wherewith we play’d of yore ; 

And that will bring to mind the former life 540 

And pastime of the Gods, the wise discourse 
Of Odm, the delights of other days, 

0 Hermod, pray that thou rnay’st join us then ! 

Such for the future is my hope , meanwhile, 

1 rest the thrall of Hela, and endure 
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Death, and the gloom which round me even now 
Thicken b, and to its mnei gulph recalls 
Farewell, for longer speech is not allow’d 1 " 

He spoke, and waved farewell, and gave his hand 
To Nauua , and she gave their biother blind 550 

Her hand, m turn, for guidance ; and the tlnee 
Departed o’er the cloudy plain, and soon 
Faded from sight into the interior gloom 
But Hermod stood beside his drooping horse, 

Mute, gazing after them m tears , and fain, 

Fain had he follow’d then receding steps, 

Though they to death were bound, and he to Heaven, 

Then , but a power he could not biealc withheld 
And as a stork which idle boys have trapp’d, 

And tied him m a yard, at autumn sees 560 

Flocks of his kind pass flying o’er his head 
To warmer lands, and coasts that keep the sun ; — 

He strains to join their flight, and from his shed 
Follows them with a long complaining cry — 

So Hermod gazed, and yearn’d to ]om lus kin 

At last he sigh’d, and set forth back to Heaven 


SAINT BRAND AN 

Saint Brand an sails the northern mam ; 
The brotherhoods of saints are glad 
He greets them once, he sails again , 

So late ' — such storms 1 — The Saint is mad 1 

He heard, across the howling seas, 

Chime convent-bells on wintry nights , 

He saw, on spray-swept Hebrides, 

Twinkle the monastery-lights 
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But north, still noitli, Saint Brandan steer’d— 

And now no bells, no convents more > 10 

The hurtling Polar lights are near’d, 

The sea without a human shoi e 

At last— (it was the Christmas mglit , 

Stars shone after a day of storm) — 

Pie sees float past an iceberg white, 

And on it — Christ ! — a living form 

That furtive mien, that scowling eye, 

Of hair that red and tufted fell 

It is— Oh, where shall Brandan fly ? — 

The traitor Judas, out of hell < 20 

Palsied with teiror, Brandan sate , 

The moon was bright, the iceberg near 
He bears a voice sigh humbly , “ Wait ' 

By lngli permission I am here 

“ One moment wait, thou holy man 1 
On earth my crime, my death, they knew , 

My name is under all men’s ban — 

Ah, tell them of my respite too ' 

“ Tell them, one blessed Christmas-night— 

(It was the fiist after I came, 30 

Breathing self-murder, frenzy, spite, 

To rue my guilt m endless flame) — 

“ I felt, as I in torment lay 
’Mid the souls plagued by heavenly power. 

An angel touch mine arm, and say 
Go hence and cool thyself an hour r 

“ ‘ Ah, whence this mercy, Lord I said 
The Leper recollect , said he, 

Who ask'd the passers-by for aid, 

In Joppa , and thy chat ? ty 
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“ Then I remember’d how I went, 

In Joppa, through the public street, 

One mom when the sirocco spent 
Its stoims of dust with burning heat , 

“ And m the street a leper sate, 

Shivering with fever, naked, cold , 

Sand laked his sores from heel to pate, 
The hot wind fever’d him five-fold 

“ He gazed upon me as I pass’d, 

And murmur'd Help me, or I die r — 

To the poor wretch my cloak I cast, 

Saw him look eased, and hurried by 

“ Oh, Brandan, tlnnk what grace divine, 
What blessing must full goodness shower, 
When fiagment of it small, like mine, 
Hath such inestimable power 1 

“Well-fed, well-clothed, well-friended, I 
Did that chance act of good, that one 1 
Then went ray way to kill and lie — 
Forget my good as soon as done 

“ That germ of kindness, m the womb 
Of meicy caught, did not expire , 

Outlives my guilt, outlives my doom, 

And friends me m the pit of hre 

“ Once every year, when carols wake, 

On earth, the Christmas-night’s repose, 
Arising from the sinner’s lake, 

I journey to those healing snows 

“ I stanch with ice my burning breast, 

With silence balm my whirling brain 
O Brandan 1 to this hour of i est 
That Joppan leper’s ease was pain ” 
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Tears started to Saint Brandan’s eyes , 

He bow’d Ins head, he breathed a prayer — 
Then look’d, and lo, the frosty skies ! 

The iceberg, and no Judas there 1 


THE NEOKAN 

In summer, on the headlands, 

The Baltic Sea along, 

Sits Neekan with his harp of gold, 

And sings his plaintive song 

Green rolls beneath the headlands, 

Green lolls the Baltic Sea , 

And there, below the Neekan’ s feet, 

His wife and children be 

He sings not of the ocean, 

Its shells and roses pale , 10 

Of earth, of eaitli the Neekan smgs, 

He hath no other tale 

He sits upon the headlands, 

And sings a mournful stave 

Of all he saw and felt on eaitli 
Ear from the land sea-wave 

Sings how, a knight, he wander’d 
By castle, field, and town — 

But earthly knights have harder hearts 

Than the sea-children own 20 

Sings of his earthly bridal — 

Priest, knights, and ladies gay. 

“ — And who art thou,” the priest began, 

(C Sir Knight, who wedd’st to-day ? ” — 

D 
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I am no knight,” he answered , 

“ From the sea- waves I come 
The knights drew sword, the ladies scream’d, 

The sm pliced priest stood dumb 

He sings how from the chapel 
He vanish’d with Ins bride, 30 

And boie her down to the sea-halls, 

Beneath the salt sea-tide 

He sings how she sits weeping 
’Mid shells that round her lie 
“ —False Neckan shares my bed,” she weeps , 

“ No Christian mate have I ” — 

He smgs how thi ough the billows 
He lose to earth again, 

And sought a priest to sign the cross, 

That Neckan Heaven might gam 40 

He smgs how, on an evening, 

Beneath the birch-trees cool, 

He sate and play’d his harp of gold, 

Beside the river-pool 

Beside the pool sate Neckan — 

Tears fill’d his mild blue eye 
On his white mule, aeross the bridge, 

A cassock’d priest lode by 

“ Why sitt’st thou there, 0 Neckan, 

And play’st thy harp of gold ? 50 

Sooner shall this my staff bear leaves, 

Than thou shalt Heaven behold ” — 

But, lo, the staff, it budded ' 

It green’d, it branch’d, it waved 
“—0 ruth of God,” the priest cried out, 

“ This lost sea-creature saved ! ” 
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The cassock’ d pnest rode onwards, 
And vanished with his mule , 

But Neckan m the twilight grey 
Wept by the river-pool 

He wept a “ The earth hath kindness, 
The sea, the starry poles , 

Eaith, sea, and sky, and God above — 
But, ah, not human souls ' n 

In summer, on the headlands, 

The Baltic Sea along, 

Sits Neckan with his harp of gold, 
And smgs this plaintive song 


THE FORSAKEN MERMAN. 

Come, dear children, let us away , 
Down and away below 1 
Now my brothers call from the bay, 
Now the great winds shoreward blow, 
Now the salt tides seaward flow , 

Now the wild white horses play, 
Champ and chafe and toss m the spray 
“Children dear, let us away ' 

This way, this way > 

Call her once before you go — 

Call once yet 1 

In a voice that she will know ; 

“ Margaret 1 Margaret ! ” 

Children’s voices should be clear 
(Call once more) to a mother’s ear , 
Children’s voices, wild with pam — 
Surely she will come again ! 
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Call her once and come away , 

This way, this way 1 

“ Mother clear, we cannot stay 1 

The wild white horses foam, and fret ” 

Margaret 1 Maigaiet i 

Come, dear children, come away down ; 

Call no more ' 

One last look at the white- wall’d town, 

And the little giey church on the windy shore , 
Then come down 1 

She will not come though you call all day , 

Come away, come away 1 

Children dear, was it yesterday 30 

We heard the sweet bells over the bay ? 

In the caverns where we lay, 

Through the surf and through the swell, 

The far off sound of a silver bell 2 
Sand-strewn caverns, cool and deep, 

Where the winds are all asleep , 

Where the spent lights quiver and gleam, 

Where the salt weed sways m the stream, 

Where the sea-beasts, ranged all round, 

Feed in the ooze of their pasture-ground , 40 

Where the sea-snakes coil and twine, 

Dry then mail and bask m the brine ; 

Where great whales come sailing by, 

Sail and sail, with unshut eye, 

Round the world for ever and aye ? 

When did music come this way 2 
Children dear, was it yesterday ? 

Children dear, was it yesterday 
(Call yet once) that she went away ? 

Once she sate with you and me, 

On a led gold throne m the heart of the sea, 


50 



THE FORSAKEN MERMAN 


53 


And the youngest sate on hei knee 

She comb’d its bright hair, and she tended it well, 

When down swung the sound of a fai-off bell 

She sigh’d, she look’d up thiough the clear gieen sea , 

She said “ I must go, for my kinsfolk pray 
In the little grey church on the shore to-day 
’Twill be Easter-time m the woild — ah me 1 
And I lose my poor soul, Merman 1 here with thee ” 

I said “Go up, dear heart, thiough the waves , 60 

Say thy prayer, and come back to the land sea-caves ' ” 

She smiled, she went up through the surf m the bay 
Children dear, was it yesterday 2 

Children dear, were we long alone ? 

“ The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan , 

Long prayers,” I said, “ m the world they say , 

Come 1 ” I said , and we rose through the surf m the bay 

We ivent up the beach, by the sandy down 

Where the sea-stocks bloom, to the white-wall’d town , 

Through the narrow paved streets, where all was still, VO 

To the little grey church on the windy hill 

Prom the church came a murmur of folk at their prayers, 

But we stood without m the cold blowing airs 

We climb’d on the graves, on the stones worn with rams, 

And we gazed up the aisle through the small leaded panes 

She sate by the pillar , we saw her clear 

“ Margaret, hist ' come quick, we are here ’ 

Dear heart,” I said, “ we are long alone , 

The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan ” 

But ah, she gave me never a look, 80 

For her eyes were seal’d to the holy book 1 
Loud prays the priest , shut stands the dooi 
Come away, children, call no more ! 

Come away, come down, call no more ! 

Down, down, down 1 
Down to the depths of the sea ' 
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She sits at her wheel in the humming town, 

Smgmg most joyfully 

Haik what she sings “ 0 joy, 0 joy, 

For the humming street, and the child with its toy > 90 
For the priest, and the bell, and the holy well ; 

For the wheel where I spun, 

And the blessed light of the sun 1 ” 

An ri so she sings her fill, 

Singing most joyfully, 

Till the spindle drops from her hand, 

And the whizzing wheel stands still. 

She steals to the window, and looks at the sand, 

And over the sand at the sea ; 

And her eyes are set m a stare , 100 

And anon there breaks a sigh, 

And anon there drops a tear, 

From a sorrow-clouded eye, 

And a heart sorrow-laden, 

A long, long sigh , 

For the cold stiange eyes of a little Mermaiden 
And the gleam of her golden hair 

Come away, away children ; 

Come children, come down ' 

The hoarse wind blows coldly , 110 

Lights shine m the town. 

She will start from her slumber 
When gusts shake the door , 

She will hear the winds howling, 

Will hear the waves roar 
We shall see, while above us 
The waves roar and whirl, 

A ceiling of amber, 

A pavement of pearl 

Smgmg “ Here came a mortal, 120 

But faithless was she 1 
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And alone dwell for ever 
The kings of the sea ” 

But, childien, at midnight, 

When soft the "winds blow, 

When clear falls the moonlight, 

When spring -tides are low , 

When sweet air come seawaid 
From heaths starr’d with broom, 

And high locks throw mildly 130 

Oil the blanch’d sands a gloom ; 

Up the still, glistening beaches, 

Up the creeks we will hie, 

Over banks of bright seaweed 

The ebb-tide leaves dry 

We will gaze, from the sancl-hills, 

At the white, sleeping town , 

At the church on the lull-side — 

And then come hack down 

Singing . “ There dwells a loved one, 140 

But cruel is she 1 

She left lonely for ever 

The kings of the sea ” 
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AUSTERITY OF POETRY 

That son of Italy who tried to blow, 

Ere Dante came, the trump of sacred song, 

In his light youth amid a festal throng 
Sate with his bnde to see a public show 

Fair was the bride, and oil her front did glow 
Youth like a star , and what to youth belong— 

Gay raiment, sparkling gauds, elation strong 
A prop gave way 1 Clash fell a platform 1 lo, 

'Mid struggling suffeieis, hint to death, she lay 1 
Shuddering, they drew her gaiments off— and found 10 

A lobe of sackcloth next the smooth, white skm 

Such, poets, is your bride, the Muse 1 young, gay, 

Radiant, adorn’d outside ; a hidden ground 
Of thought and of austerity within 


A PICTURE AT NEWSTEAD 

What made my heart, at Newstead, fullest swell ?— 
’Twas not the thought of Byion, of his cry 
Stormily sweet, his Titan-agony ; 

It was the sight of that Lord Arundel 
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Who struck, in heat, his child he loved so well, 

And his child’s reason fhckei’d, and did die. 

Painted (he will’d it) m the gallery 
They hang , the picture doth the story tell 

Behold the stern, mail’d fathei, staff m hand 1 

The little fair-liair’d soil, with vacant gaze, 10 

Where no more lights of sense or knowledge are ' 

Methmks the woe, which made that father stand 
Baring his dumb remorse to futui e days, 

Was woe than Byron’s woe more tragic far 


WORLDLY PLACE 

Even in a palace, life may be led well ’ 

So spake the imperial sage, purest of men, 

Marcus Aurelius But the stilling den 
Of common life, where, crowded up pell-mell, 

Our freedom for a little bread we sell, 

And drudge under some foolish mastei’s ken 
Who rates us if we peer outside our pen — 

Match’d with a palace, is not this a hell ? 

Even in a palace ' On Ins tiutli sincere, 

Who spoke these words, no shadow ever came , 10 

And when my ill-school’d spirit is aflame 

Some nobler, ampler stage of life to win, 

I’ll stop, and say “ There were no succour here < 

The aids to noble life are all within.” 


THE BETTER PART. 

Long- fed on boundless hopes, 0 race of man, 
How angnly thou spurn’st all simpler faie ! 
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“Chnst,” some one says, “was human as we are , 

No judge eyes us fxom heaven our sm to scan ; 

“We live no more, when we have done our span ” — 

“ Well, then, for Christ,” thou answerest, “ who can care 1 
From sin, which Heaven records not, why forbear ? 

Live we like brutes our life without a plan ' ” 

So answerest thou ; but why not lather say 
“ Hath man no second life 9 — Pitch this one high ' 10 

Sits there no judge m Heaven our sm to see ? — 

“ More strictly , then, the mwo/i d judge obey f 
Was Chiist a man like us 9 Ah f let m try 
If we then , too , can be such men as he / ” 


THE GOOD SHEPHERD WITH THE KID 

He saves the sheep, the goats he doth not save 
So rang Tertulhan’s sentence, on the side 
Of that unpitying Phrygian sect which cried 
“Him can no fount of fresh forgiveness lave, 

“Who sms, once wash'd by the baptismal wave ” — 

So spoke the fierce Tertulhan But she sigh’d, 

The infant Chui ch t of love she felt the tide 
Stream on her from her Lord's yet recent grave 

And then she smiled , and m the Catacombs, 

With eye suffused hut heart inspired true, 10 

On those walls subterranean, wheie she hid 

Her head ’mid ignominy, death, and tombs, 

She her Good Shepherd’s hasty image drew— 

And on his shoulders, not a lamb, a lad. 



MONICA’S LAST PRAYER 


59 


MONICA’S LAST PRAYER 

“ Ah, could thy grave at home, at Carthage, be 1 ” 
Care not for that , and lay me where I fall / 
Everywhere heard will he the judgment- call ; 

But at God’s altar, oh ! remember me 

Thus Monica, and died m Italy 
Yet fervent had her longing been, through all 
Her course, for home at last, and burial 
With her own husband, by the Libyan sea 

Had been 1 but at the end, to her pure soul 
All tie with all beside seem’d vain and cheap, 
And union before God the only care 

Creeds pass, rites change, no altar standeth whole 
Yet we her memory, as she pray’d, will keep, 
Keep by this Life in God, and union there f 
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THE STRAYED REVELLER (Part) 

t UEIt£ |$0ttth 

The Gods are happy 
They turn on all sides 
Their shining eyes, 

And see below them 
The earth and men 

They see Tnesias 
Sitting, staff in hand. 

On the waim, glassy 
Asopus bank, 

His lobe drawn over 10 

His old, sightless head, 

Revolving inly 
The doom of Thebes 

They see the Centaurs 
In the upper glens 
Of Pelion, m the streams, 

Wheie red-berned ashes fringe 
The clear-brown shallow pools, 

With streaming flanks, and heads 
Rear’d proudly, snuffing 20 

The mountain wmd 
60 
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They see the Indian 
Drifting, knife m hand, 

His frail boat moor’d to 

A floating isle tlnck-matted 

With laige-leaved, low-creeping melon-plants, 

And the dark encumber 
He reaps, and stows them, 

Drifting— drifting , — round him, 

Round Ins green harvest-plot, 30 

Flow the cool lake-waves, 

The mountains ring them 

They see the Scythian 

On the wide stepp, unharnessing 

His wheel’d house at noon 

He tethers his beast down, and makes Ins meal — 

Mares’ milk, and biead 

Baked on the embeis , — all around 

The boundless, waving gtass-plams, stretch, tlnck-stair’d 
With saffron and the 3 ellow hollyhock 40 

And flag-leaved iris flowers 
Sitting m Ins cart 

He makes Ins meal , before him, for long miles, 

Alive with bright green lizai ds, 

And the springing bustard-fowl, 

The tiack, a straight black line, 

Furrows the rich soil , heie and tlieie 
Clusters of lonely mounds 
Topp’d with rough-liewn, 

Grey, ram-blear’d statues, overpeer 50 

The sunny waste 

They see the ferry, 

On the broad, clay-laden 

Lone Chorasmian stream , — thereon, 

With snort and strain, 
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Two horses, strongly swimming, tow 
The ferry-boat, with woven ropes 
To either bow 

Firm harness’d by the mane , a chief, 

With shout and shaken spear, 

Stands at the piow, and guides them , but astern 
The cowering merchants, m long robes. 

Sit pale beside then wealth 
Of silk-bales and of balsam -drops, 

Of gold and ivory, 

Of tuiquoise-earth and amethyst, 

Jasper and chalcedony, 

And milk-bair’d onyx-stones 
The loaded boat swings groaning 
In the yellow eddies ; 

The Gods behold them 

They see the Heioes 
Sitting m the dark ship 
On the foamless, long-heaving 
Yiolet sea, 

At sunset nearing 
The Happy Islands 

These things, Ulysses, 

The wise bards also 
Behold and sing 
But oh, what labour t 
0 prince, what pain 1 

They too can see 
Tiresias but the Gods, 

Who give them vision, 

Added this law 

That they should bear too 

His groping blindness, 

His dark foreboding, 
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His scorn’d white hairs , 90 

Bear Hera’s anger 
Through a life lengthen’d 
To seven ages 

They see the Centaurs 
On Pelion , — then they feel, 

They too, the maddening wine 

Swell their large veins to bursting , in wild pain 

They feel the biting spears 

Of the grim Lapithse, and Theseus, drive, 

Drive crashing tin ough their bones , they feel 100 

High on a jutting rock m the red stream 

Alcmena’s dreadful son 

Ply his bow such a price 

The Gods exact foi song 

To become what we sing 

They see the Indian 
On his mountain lake ; but squalls 
Make their skiff reel, and worms 
In the unkind spring have gnawn 

Their melon-harvest to the heart — They see 110 

The Scythian ; but long frosts 

Parch them m wiutei-time on the bare stepp, 

Till they too fade like grass , they crawl 
Like shadows forth m spring 

They see the merchants 

On the Oxus stream , — but care 

Must visit first them too, and make them pale 

Whether, through whirling sand, 

A cloud of desert robber-horse have burst 

Upon their caravan ; or greedy kings, 120 

In the wall’d cities the way passes through, 

Crush’d them with tolls , or fever-airs, 
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On some great river’s marge, 

Mown them down, far from home. 

They see the Heroes 

Near harbour but they shaie 

Their lives, and foimer violent toil in Thebes, 

Seven-gated Thebes, or Troy , 

Or wheie the echoing oars 

Of Argo fust 130 

Startled the unknown sea 

The old Silenus 

Came, lolling m the sunshine, 

Prom the dewy foiest-co verts, 

This way, at noon 
Sitting by me, while his Fauna 
Down at the water-side 
Sprinkled and smoothed 
His drooping garland, 

He told me these things 140 


SELF-DECEPTION 

Sat, wliat blinds us, that we claim the glory 
Of possessing poweis not our share! 

— Since man woke on earth, he knows his story. 

But, before ive woke on earth, we were 

Long, long since, undower’d yet, our spmt 
Roam’d, ere birth, the treasuries of God , 

Saw the gifts, the powers it might mlieiit, 

Ask’d an outfit for its earthly road 

Then, as now, this tremulous, eager being 

Strain’d and long’d and grasp’d each gift it saw , 10 

Then, as now, a Power beyond our seeing 

Staved us back, and gave our choice the law 
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Ah, whose hand that day through Heaven guided 
Man’s new spirit, since it was not we 1 
Ah, who sway’d oiu choice, and who decided 
What our gifts, and what our wants should be t 

For, alas ' he left us each retaining 
Shi eds of gifts which he refused m full. 

Still these waste us with their hopeless straining, 

Still the attempt to use them proves them null 20 

And on earth we wander, groping, i eeling , 

Powers stir m us, stir and disappear. 

Ah ' and he, who placed our master-feeling, 

Fail’d to place that master-feeling cleai 

We but dream we have oui wisli’d-for powers, 

Ends we seek we never shall attain 

Ah 1 some power exists there, which is ours ? 

Some end is there, we indeed may gam 2 


DOVER BEACH 

Tiie sea is calm to-night 

The tide is full, the moon lies fair 

Upon the straits , — on the French coast the light 

Gleams and is gone , the cliffs of England stand, 

Glimmering and vast, out m the tianquil hay 

Come to the window, sweet is the niglit-air 1 

Only, from the long line of sprav 

Where the sea meets the moon-blancli’d land, 

Listen ! you hear the grating roar 

Of pebbles which the waves diaw back, and fling, 10 
At their return, up the high strand, 

Begin, and cease, and then again begin, 

With tremulous cadence slow, and bring 
The eternal note of sadness m 

E 
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Sophocles long ago 

Heaid it on the iEgsean, and it hi ought 
Into his mind the tin bid ebb and flow 
Of human misery , we 
bind also m the sound a thought, 

Hearing it by this distant northern sea 20 

The Sea of Faith 

Was once, too, at the full, and round eai til’s shore 
Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furl’d 
But now I only hear 
Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar, 

Retreating, to the breath 

Of the night-wind, down the vast edges drear 

And naked shingles of the world 

Ah, love, let us be true 

To one another > foi the world, which seems 30 

To lie before us like a land of di earns, 

So vanous, so beautiful, so new, 

Hath leally neither joy, nor love, noi light, 

Nor certitude, nor peace, noi help for pam ; 

And we are here as on a daikling plain 

Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight, 

Where ignorant armies clash by night 


THE LORD’S MESSENGERS. 

Thus saith the Lord to his own . — 

“ See ye the trouble below ? 
Warfare of man from his birth 1 
Too long let we them groan , 

Haste, arise ye, and go, 

Carry my peace upon earth 1 ” 
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Gladly they rise at his call, 

Gladly obey his command, 

Gladly descend to the plain 
— Ah ' How few of them all, 

Those willing servants, shall stand 
In the Mastei’s presence again 1 

Some in the tumult are lost , 

Baffled, bewilder’d, they stray 
Some, as prisoners, draw breath 
Some, nnconquer’d, are cross’d 
(Not yet half through the day) 

By a pitiless arrow of Death 

Hardly, hardly shall one 

Come, with countenance bright, 

At the close of day, from the plain. , 
His Mastei’s errand well done, 

Safe through the smoke of the fight, 
Back to his Master again 


THE YOUTH OF NATURE 

Raised are the dripping oars, 

Silent the boat ! the lake 
Lovely and soft as a dream, 

Swims m the sheen of the moon 
The mountains stand at its head 
Clear m the pure June-niglit, 

But the valleys are flooded with ha^e. 
Rydal and Fairfield are there , 

In the shadow W ordsworth lies dead 
So it is, so it will be for aye. 

Nature is fresh as of old, 

Is lovely , a mortal is dead 
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The spots winch recall him survive, 

Poi he lent a new life to these hills 
The Pillar still broods o’er the fields 
Which bolder Eunerdale Lake, 

And Egremont sleeps by the sea 
The gleam of The Evening Star 
Twinkles on Grasmere no more, 

But min’d and solemn and grey 20 

The sheepfold of Michael survives ; 

And, far to the south, the heath 
Still blows in the Quantoek coombs, 

By the favourite waters of Ruth. 

These survive 1 — yet not without pain, 

Pam and dejection to night, 

Can I feel that their poet is gone 

He grew old m an age he condemn’d. 

He look’d on the rushing decay 
Of the times which had sheltei’d his youth 30 
Pelt the dissolving throes 
Of a social order he loved , 

Outlived his brethien, his peers ; 

And, like the Theban seer, 

Died in Ins enemies’ day 

Cold bubbled the spi ing of Tilphusa, 

Copais lay bright m the moon, 

Helicon glass’d in the lake 

Its firs, and afar rose the peaks 

Of Parnassus, snowily clear , 40 

Thebes was behind him m flames, 

And the clang of arms m Ins ear, 

When his awe-struck captors led 
The Theban seer to the spring 
Tiresias drank and died 
Nor did reviving Thebes 
See such a prophet again 
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Well may we mourn, when the head 
Of a sacred poet lies low 

In an age which can real them no moie 1 50 

The complaining millions of men 
Darken m labom and pain , 

But he was a pnest to us all 

Of the wondei and bloom of the world, 

Winch we saw with his eyes, and weie glad 
He is dead, and the fruit-bearing day 
Of his race is past on the earth , 

And darkness returns to our eyes 


For, oh 1 is it you, is it you. 

Moonlight, and shadow, and lake, 60 

And mountains, that fill us with joy. 

Or the poet who sings you so well ? 

Is it you, O beauty, O grace, 

O charm, O romance, that we feel, 

Or the voice which reveals what you aie ? 

Are ye, like daylight and sun, 

Shared and rejoiced in by all ? 

Or are ye immersed m the mass 
Of matter, and hard to extiact, 

Or sunk at the core of the world 70 

Too deep for the most to discern 2 
Like stars m the deep of the sky, 

Which anse on the glass of the sage, 

But are lost when their watcliei is gone 


“They aie heie — I heard, as men heard 
In Mysiau Ida the voice 
Of the Mighty Mother, or Crete, 

The murmur of Nature reply — 

“ Loveliness, magic, and grace, 

They are here 1 they ai e set m the world, 


80 
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They abide , and the finest of souls 
Hath not been thrill’d by them all, 

Nor the dullest been dead to them quite 
The poet who sings them may die, 

But they are immortal and live, 

For they aie the life of the world 
Will ye not learn it, and know, 

When ye mourn that a poet is dead, 

That the singer was less than Ins themes, 

Life, and emotion, and I ? 90 

“ More than the singer are these. 

Weak is the tremor of pain 

That tlm ills 111 his mournfullest chord 

To that which once ran thiougli Ins soul 

Cold the elation of joy 

In his gladdest, airiest song, 

To that which of old in his youth 
Fill’d him and made him divine 
Hardly his voice at its best 

Gives us a sense of the awe, 100 

The vastness, the grandeur, the gloom 
Of the unlit gulph of himself 

“ Ye know not yourselves , and yoiu bards — 

The cleaiest, the best, who have read 
Most m themselves— have beheld 
Less than they left unieveal’d 
Ye express not yourselves , — can you make 
With marble, with colour, with woid, 

What charm’d you m others re-live 1 

Can thy pencil, 0 artist < restore 110 

The figure, the bloom of thy love, 

A.s she was in her morning of spring 1 , 

Canst thou paint the ineffable smile 
Of her eyes as they rested on thine ? 
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Can the image of life have the glow, 

The motion of life itself t 

“ Yourselves and your fellows ye know not , and me, 
The mateless, the one, will ye know 9 
W ill ye scan me, and read me, and tell 
Of the thoughts that feiment m my breast, 120 

My longing, my sadness, my ]oy 2 
Will ye claim for youi great ones the gift 
To have render’d the gleam of my skies, 

To have echoed the moan of my seas, 

Utter’d the voice of my hills ? 

When your great ones depart, will ye say : 

All things have suffer'd a loss, 

Nature is hid m their grave ? 

“Race after lace, man after man, 

Have thought that my secret was theirs, 130 

Have dream’d that I lived but foi them, 

That they were my glory and joy 

—They aie dust, they are changed, they are gone ! 

I remain }. 


PALLADIUM 

Set where the upper streams of Simois flow 
Was the Palladium, high ’mid lock and wood , 

And Hector was m Ilium, fai below, 

And fought, and saw it not — but there it stood 1 

It stood, and sun and moonshine rain’d then- light 
On the pure columns of its glen-built hall 
Backward and forward roll’d the waves of fight 
Round Tio < y — but while this stood, Troy could not fall. 



72 


LYRIC POEMS 


So, m its lovely moonlight, lives the soul 

Mountains surround it, and sweet virgin air , 10 

Cold plashing, past it, crystal waters roll , 

We visit it by moments, ah, too rare 1 

We shall renew the battle m the plain 
To-morrow , — red with blood will Xantlius be-, 

Hector and A]ax will be there again, 

Helen will come upon the wall to see 

Then we shall rust m shade, oi slime m strife, 

And fluctuate fcwixt blind hopes and blind despairs, 

And fancy that we put forth all our life, 

And never know how with the soul it fares, 20 

Still doth the soul, from its lone fastness high, 

Upon our life a ruling effluence send 
And when it fails, fight as we will, we die ; 

And while it lasts, we cannot wholly end. 


REVOLUTIONS 

Before man parted for this eaitlily strand, 

While yet upon the verge of heaven he stood, 

God put a heap of letters m his hand, 

And bade lum make with them what word he could. 

And man has turn’d them many times ; made Greece, 
Rome, England, France ; — yes, nor m vam essay’d 
Way after way, changes that never cease 1 
The letters have combined, something was made. 

But ah ’ an inextinguishable sense 

Haunts him that he has not made what he should ; 10 

That he has still, though old, to recommence, 

Since he has not yet found the word God would. 
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And empire after empire, at their height 
Of sway, have felt this boding sense come on , 

Have felt their huge flames not constructed light, 

And droop’d, and slowly died upon then throne 

One day, thou say’st, thei e will at last appear 
The word, the ordei, which God meant should he 
— Ah 1 we shall know that well when it comes neai , 

The hand will quit man’s heart, he will breathe free 20 


SELF-DEPENDEN CE 

Weary of myself, and side of asking 
What I am, and what I ought to he, 

At this vessel’s pi ow I stand, which bears me 
Forwaids, forwards, o’ei the starlit sea 

And a look of passionate desire 
O’er the sea and to the stars I send . 

<£ Ye who from my childhood up have calm’d me, 

Calm me, ah, compose me to the end ! 

“Ah, once more,” I cued, “ye stars, ye waters, 

On my heait vonr mighty charm lenew , 10 

Still, still let me, as I gaze upon you, 

Feel my soul becoming vast like you ' ” 

From the intense, clear, star-sown vault of heaven, 

Over the lit sea’s unquiet way, 

In the rustling mglit-air came the answer 
“ Wouldst thou he as these aie ? Live as they. 

£ Uuaffrighted by the silence i ornid them, 

TJndistracted by the sights they see, 

These demand not that the things without them 
Yield them love, amusement, sympathy 


20 
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“And with joy the stars perfoim then shining, 
And the sea its long moon-silver’d roll , 

For self-poised they live, nor pine with noting 
All the fever of some differing soul 

“Bounded by themselves, and uniegardful 
In what state God’s other works may be, 

In their own tasks all then poweis pouuiig, 
These attain the mighty life you see ” 

0 air-born voice 1 long since, severely clear, 

A cry like thine in mine own lieait I hear 
“ Resolve to be thyself ; and know that he, 
Who finds himself, loses his misery ! ” 


MORALITY 

We cannot kindle when we will 
The fire which in the heart resides ; 

The spirit blowetli and is still, 

En mystery oui soul abides 
But tasks m hours of insight will’d 
Can be through boms of gloom fulfill’d. 

With aching hands and bleeding feet 
We dig and heap, lay stone on stone , 

We bear the burden and the heat 
Of the long day, and wish ’twere done 
Not till the hours of light return, 

All we have built do we discern 

Then, when the clouds are off the soul, 
When thou dost bask m Nature’s eye, 
Ask, how she view’d thy self-control, 

Thy struggling, task’d morality — 

Nature, whose free, light, clieeiful air, 
Oft made thee, m thy gloom, despair. 
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And she, whose censure thou dost dread, 

Whose eye thou wast afraid to seek, 20 

See, on her face a glow is spread, 

A stiong emotion on her cheek 1 

“Ah, child ' ” she cues, “ that strife divine, 
Whence was it, for it is not mine ? 

“ There is no effort on my brow — 

I do not stuve, I do not weep , 

I lush with the swift spheies and glow 
In joy, and when I will, I sleep 
Yet that severe, that earnest air, 

I saw, I felt it Once — but where ? 30 

“ I knew not yet the gauge of time, 

Nor wore the manacles of space , 

I felt it m some other clime, 

I saw it in some other place 
’Twas when the heavenly house I trod, 

And lay upon the breast of God ” 


LINES 

WRITTEN IN KENSINGTON GARDENS 

In this lone, open glade I lie, 

Screen’d by deep boughs on either hand , 

And at its end, to stay the eye, 

Those black-ci own’d, led-boled pine-trees stand t 

Birds here make song, each bird has his, 

Across the girdling city’s hum 
How green under the houghs it is ' 

How thick the tremulous sheep-cries come 1 

Sometimes a child will cross the glade 
To take his nurse his broken toy , 


10 
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Sometimes a thrush flit oveiliead 
Deep in her unknown clay’s employ 

Here at my feet what wonders pass, 

What endless, active life is here ’ 

What blowing daisies, fragrant grass t 
An air-stnr’d forest, fresh and clear 

Scarce fresher is the mountam-sod 
Where the tn ed angler lies, stretch’d out, 
And, eased of basket and of rod, 

Counts his day’s spoil, the spotted trout 

In the huge world, which roars hard by, 
Be others happy if they can 1 
But in my helpless ciadle I 
Was breathed on by the rural Pan 

I, on men’s impious uproar hurl’d, 

Think often, as I hear them rave, 

That peace has left the upper world 
And now keeps only in the grave 

Yet heie is peace foi ever new ! 

When I who watch them am away, 

Still all things m this glade go tli tougli 
The changes of their quiet day. 

Then to their happy rest they pass 1 
The flowers npclose, the birds are fed, 
The night comes down upon the grass, 
The child sleeps warmly m his bed 

Calm soul of all things 1 make it mine 
To feel, amid the city’s jar, 

That there abides a peace of thine, 

Man did not make, and cannot mar 
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The will to neither strive nor cry, 
The power to feel with others give ' 
Calm, calm me more 1 nor let me die 
Befoie I have begun to live. 


CADMUS AND HARMONIA 

Far, far from here, 

The Adriatic breaks m a warm bay 
Among the green Illyrian hills , and there 
The sunshine m the happy glens is fan, 

And by the sea, and in the bialtes 
The grass is cool, the sea-side air 
Buoyant and fresh, the mountain flowers 
More virginal and sweet than ours 

And there, they say, two bright and aged snakes, 
Who once weie Cadmus and Harmonia, 10 

Bask m the glens or on the warm sea-shore, 

In breathless quiet, after all their ills , 

Nor do they see then country, nor the place 
Where the Sphinx lived among the fi owning lulls, 
Nor the unhappy palace of their lace, 

Nor Thebes, nor the Ismeuus, any more 

There those two live, far m the Illyiian biakes 1 
They had stay’d long enough to see, 

In Thebes, the billow of calamity 

Over their own dear children roll’d, 20 

Curse upon curse, pang upon pang, 

For years, they sitting helpless in them home, 

A grey old man and woman ; yet of old 
The Gods had to their marriage come, 

And at the banquet all the Muses sang 
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Therefore they did not end their days 
In sight of blood , but were rapt, far away, 

To wheie the west-wind plays, 

And murmurs of the Adriatic come 
To those untrodden mountain-lawns , and there 30 
Placed safely m changed forms, the pair 
Wholly forget their first sad life, and home, 

And all that Theban woe, and stray 

For ever through the glens, placid and dumb. 


APOLLO MUSAGETES 

Through the black, rushing smoke-bursts, 

Thick bieaks the led flame , 

All Etna heaves fiercely 
Her forest-clothed frame 

Not here, 0 Apollo t 
Are haunts meet for thee 
But, where Helicon breaks down 
In cliff to the sea, 

Where the moon-silver’d inlets 
Send far their light voice 10 

Up the still vale of Thisbe, 

0 speed, and i ejoice ' 

On the sward at the cliff-top 
Lie strewn the white flocks, 

On the cliff-side the pigeons 
Roost deep m the rocks 

In the moonlight the shepherds, 

Soft lull’d by the rills, 

Lie wrapt m their blankets 
Asleep on the hills 


20 
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— What forms are these coming 
So white tin on gh the gloom? 
What garments out-glistenmg 
The gold -flower’d bioom? 

What sweet-breathmg presence 
Out-perfumes the thyme ? 

What voices emapture 
The night’s balmy prime ? — 

’Tis Apollo comes leading 
His choir, the Nine 
— The leader is fairest, 

But all are divine. 

They are lost m the hollows 1 
They stream up again 1 
What seeks cn this mountain 
The glorified tram ? — 

They bathe on this mountain, 

In the spimg by their road , 

Then on to Olympus, 

Their endless abode 

— Whose praise do they mention? 
Of what is it told ? — 

What will be for ever ; 

What was from of old 

First hymn they the Father 
Of all things , and then, 

The rest of immortals, 

The action of men 

The day m his hotness, 

The stufe with the palm ; 

The night m her silence, 

The stars m their calm, 
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THE SCHOLAE-GIPSY, 

Go, for they call yon, shepherd, from the hill ; 

Go, shepherd, and untie the wattled cotes > 

No longer leave thy wistful flock unfed, 

Nor let thy bawling fellows rack their throats, 

Nor the cropp’d herbage shoot another head 
But when the fields are still, 

And the tiled men and dogs all gone to rest, 

And only the white sheep are sometimes seen 
Cross and 1 across the strips of moon-blaneh’d green, 
Come, shepherd, and again begin the quest i 

Heie, where the reaper was at work of late — 

In this high field’s dark corner, where he leaves 
His coat, his basket, and his earthen cruse, 

And m the sun all morning binds the sheaves, 

Then here, at noon, comes back Ins stores to use— 
Here will I sit and wait, 

While to my ear from uplands far away 
The bleating of the folded flocks is borne, 

With distant cues of reapers m the corn.— 

All the live murmur of a summer’s day 

Screen’d is this nook o’er the high, half -reap’d field, 

And here till sun-down, shenherd ' will I be 
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Through the thick corn the scailet poppies peep. 

And round green roots and yellowing stalks I see 
Pale pink convolvulus in tendrils cieep , 

And air-swept lindens yield 
Their scent, and rustle down tlieir perfumed showers 
Of bloom on the bent glass where I am laid, 

And bower me from the August sun with shade . 

And the eye travels down to Oxford’s towers 30 

And near me on the grass lies Glanvil’s book — 

Come, let me read the oft-read tale again t 
The story of the Oxford scholar poor, 

Of pregnant parts and quick inventive brain, 

Who, tired of knocking at preferment's dooi, 

One summer-morn forsook 
His friends, and went to learn the gipsy-lore, 

And loam’d the woild with that wild biotherhood, 

And came, as most men deem’d, to little good, 

But came to Oxford and his friends no moie, 40 

But once, years after, m the country-lanes, 

Two scholars, whom at college erst he knew, 

Met him, and of his way of life enquired ; 

Whereat he answer’d, that the gipsy-crew, 

His mates, had arts to rule as they desired 
The workings of men’s brains, 

And they can bind them to what thoughts they will 
“ And I,” he said, “ the secret of their art, 

When fully learn’d, will to the world impart , 

But it needs heaven-sent moments for this skill ” 50 

This said, he left them, and return’d no more. — 

But rumours hung about the country-side, 

That the lost Scholar long was seen to stray, 

Seen by rare glimpses, pensive and tongue-tied, 

In hat of antique shape, and cloak of grey, 

The same the gipsies wore. 

i? 
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Shepherds had met him on the Hurst m spring ; 

At some lone alehouse in the Berkshire moors, 

On the warm ingle-bench, the smock-frock’tl boors 
Had found him seated at their entering, 60 

But, ’mid their drink and clatter, he would fly 
And I myself seem half to know thy looks, 

And put the shepherds, wanderer 1 on thy tiace , 

And boys who m lone wheatfields scare the rooks 
I ask if thou hast pass’d their quiet place , 

Or in my boat I lie 

Moor’d to the cool bank m the summer-heats, 

’Mid wide grass meadows which the sunshine fills, 

And watch the warm, green-muffled Cumner hills, 

And wonder if tliou haunt’st their shy retreats 70 

For most, I know, thou lov’st retned ground 1 
Thee at the feiry Oxford uders blithe, 

Returning home on summer-nights, have met 
Crossing the stripling Thames at Bab-lock-luthe 
Trailing in the cool stream thy lingers wet, 

As the punt’s rope chops lound ; 

And leaning backward m a pensive dream, 

And fostering m thy lap a heap of flowers 
Pluck’d m shy fields and distant Wycliwood bowers, 
And thine eyes resting on the moonlit stream 80 

And then they land, and thou art seen no more 1 — 

Maidens, who from the distant hamlets come 
To dance around the Fy field elm in May, \ 

Oft through the darkening fields have seen thee roam, 

Or cross a stile into the public way 
Oft thou hast given them store 
Of flowers — the fiail-leaf’d, white anemony, 

Dark bluebells ckench’d with dews of summer eves, 

And purple orchises with spotted leaves— 

But none hath words she can report of thee. 
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And, above Godstow Bridge, when hay- time’s here 
In June, and many a scythe m sunshine flames, 

Men who through those wide fields of breezy glass 
Wheie black -wing’d swallows haunt the glitteung Thames, 
To bathe m the abandon’d lasher pass, 

Have often pass’d thee neai 
Sitting upon the river bank o’ergrown , 

Mailc’d thine outlandish gaib, thy figure spare, 

Thy dark vague eyes, and soft abstracted an — 

But, when they came from bathing, thou wast gone 1 100 

At some lone homestead in the Cumner hills, 

Where at her open door the housewife darns, 

Thou hast been seen, or hanging on a gate 
To watch the threshers m the mossy barns 
Children, who early range these slopes and late 
Tor cresses from the rills, 

Have knowuTTh.ee eying, all an Apul-day, 

The springing pastures and the feeding kme , 

And mark’d thee, when the stais come out and slnne, 
Through the long dewy glass move slow away 110 

In autumn, on the skirts of Bagley Wood — 

Where most the gipsies by the turf -edged way 
Pitch their smoked tents, and every bush yon see 
With scarlet' patches tagg’d and shreds of grey, 

Above the foiest-giound called Thessaly — 

The blackbird, picking food, 

Sees thee, nor stops Ins meal, nor fears at all , 

So often has lie known thee past him stray. 

Rapt, twirling m thy hand a wither’d spray, 

And waiting for the spark from heaven to fall 120 

And once, m winter, on the causeway chill 
Where home through flooded fields foot-travellers go, 
Have I not pass’d thee on the wooden bridge, 

Wrapt in thy cloak and battling with the snow 
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Thy face tow’rd Huiksey ancl its wintry ndge ? 

And thou hast climb’d the hill, 

And gain’d the white blow of the Cu inner lange , 

Turn’d once to watch, while thick the snowflakes fall. 
The line of festal light m Chnst-Churcli hall — 

Then sought thy straw m some sequester’d grange 30 

But what — I dieam 1 Two hundred yeais are flown 
Since first thy story ran through Oxfoid halls, 

And the grave Glanvil did the tale inscribe 
That thou wert wander’d from the studious walls 
To learn strange arts, and join a gipsy -tube , 

And thou from earth ait gone 
Long since, and m some quiet churchyard laid — 

Some country -nook, where o’er thy unknown grave 
Tall grasses and white flowering nettles wave, 

Under a dark, red-fruited yew-tree’s shade 140 

— No, no, thou hast not felt the lapse of hours ! 

Tor what wears out the life of mortal men 1 
’Tis that from change to change their being rolls ; 

’Tis that repeated shocks, again, again, 

Exhaust the energy of strongest souls 
And numb the elastic powers. 

Till having used our nerves with bliss and teen, 

And tired upon a thousand schemes our wit, 

To the just-pausing Genius we remit 
Our worn-out life, and are — what we have been 150 

Thou hast not lived, why should’st thou perish, so ? 

Thou hadst one aim, one business, one desire.; 

Else wert thou long since number’d with the dead ! 

Else hadst thou spent, like other men, thy fire 1 
The generations of thy peers are fled, 

And we ourselves shall go , 

But thou possessest an immortal lot, 

And we imagine thee exempt from age 
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And living as thou hv’st on Glanvil’s page. 

Because thou hadsfc— what we, alas 1 have not 160 

For early didst thou leave the world, with powers 
Fresh, undiverted to the world without, 

Firm to their maik, not spent on other tilings , 

Free from the sick fatigue, the languid doubt, 

Which much to have tried, m much been baffled, brings. 

0 life unlike to ours 1 
Who fluctuate icily without term or scope, 

Of whom each strives, nor knows for what he strives, 
And each half lives a hundred different lives , 

Who wait like thee, but not, like thee, in hope 170 

Thou waitest for the spark from heaven ! and we, 

Light half -believers of our casual ci eeds, 

Who never deeply felt, nor clearly will’d, 

Whose insight never has borne fruit m deeds, 

Whose vague resolves never have been fulfill’d ; 

For whom each year we see 
Breeds new beginnings, disappointments new , 

Who hesitate and falter life away, 

And lose to-morrow the ground won to-day 
Ah ' do not we, wanderer ' await it too ? 180 


Yes, we await it ! — but it still delays, 

And then we suffer I and amongst us one, 

Who most has suffer’d, takes dejectedly 
His seat upon the intellectual throne ; 

And all lus store of sad experience he 
Lays bare of wretched days , 

Tells us lus misery’s birth and growth and signs, 

And how the dying spark of hope was fed, 

And how the breast was soothed, and how the head, 
And all his hourly varied anodynes 190 
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This for our wisest 1 and we others pine, 

And wish the long unhappy dream would end, 

And waive all claim to bliss, and try to bear , 

With close-lipp’d patience foi' our only fuend, 

Sad patience, too near neighbour to despan — 

But none has hope like thine 1 
Thou through the fields and through the woods dost stray, 
Roaming the country-side, a truant boy x 
Niusmg thy project m unclouded joy, 

And every doubt long blown by time away 200 

,0 born m days when wits were fresh and clear, 

And life ran gaily as the sparkling Thames , 

Before this strange disease of modern life, 

With its sick hurry, its divided amis, 

Its heads o’ertax’d, its palsied hearts, was rife — 

Fly hence, our contact fear i 
Still fly, plunge deeper m the bowermg wood ! 

Averse, as Dido did with gesture stern 
From her false friend’s approach m Hades turn, 

Wave us away, aud keep thy solitude ’ 210 

Still nursing the unconqueiable hope, 

Still clutching the inviolable shade, 

With a free, onward impulse brushing through, 

By night, the silver’d branches of tlie glade — 

Far oil the foiest-skirts, where none pursue, 

On some mild pastoral slope 
Emerge, and resting on the moonlit pales 
Freshen thy flowers as m former years 
With dew, or listen with enchanted ears, 

Fiom the dark diugles, to the nightingales 1 220 

But fly our paths, our feverish contact fly > 

For strong the infection of our mental strife, 

Which, though it gives no bliss, yet spoils for rest , 

And we should wm thee from thy own fair life, 
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^"Like us distracted, and like us unblest 
Soon, soon tliy elieer would die, 

Thy hopes grow timorous, and unfix’d thy poweis, 

And thy clear aims be cross and shifting made , 

And then thy glad perennial youth would fade, 

Fade, and glow old at last, and die like ouis 230 

Then fly our greetings, fly our speech and smiles > 

— As some grave Tyrian trader from the sea, 

Descried at sunrise an emerging prow 
Lifting the cool-hair’d creepers stealthily, 

The fringes of a southward-facing brow 
Among the iEgaean isles , 

And saw the merry Grecian coaster come, 

Freighted with amber grapes, and Chian wine, 

Green, bursting figs, and tunnies steep’d in brine— 

And knew the intruders on his ancient home, 240 

The young light-heaited masters of the waves — 

And snatch’d his rudder, and shook out more sail ; 

And day and night held on indignantly 
O'er the blue Midland waters with the gale, 

Betwixt the Syrtes and soft Sicily, 

To wlieie the Atlantic raves 
Outside the western stiaits , and unbent sails 
There, where down cloudy cliffs, through sheets of foam, 
Shy traffickers, the dark Iberians come , 

And on the beach undid his corded bales 250 


THYRSIS 

A Monody, to commemorate the author's friend \ 
Arthur Hugh Clough, who died at Florence , 1861 

How changed is here each spot man makes or fills 1 
In the two Hmkseys nothing keeps the same ; 
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The village street its haunted mansion lacks, 

And fiom the sign is gone Sib yl la’s name, 

And fiom the roofs the twisted chimney-stacks— 

Aie ye too changed, ye lulls ? 

See, ’tis no foot of unfamiliar men 
To-mght from Oxford up your pathway strays ! 

Here came [ often, often, in old days — 

Tliyrsis and I , we still had Thyisis then 10 

Runs it not here, the track by Clnldswortli Farm, 

Past the high wood, to where the elm-ti ee crowns 
The lull behind whose ridge the sunset dames ? 

The signal-elm, that looks on llsley Downs, 

The Vale, the thiee lone weir s, the youthful Thames? — 
This winter- eve is warm, 

Humid the air 1 lealless, yet soft ns spring, 

The tender purple spray on copse and briers 1 
And that sweet city with her dreaming spires, 

'She needs not June for beauty’s heightening, 20 

Lovely all times she lies, lovely to-night 1 — 

Only, me thinks, some loss of habit’s power 
Befalls me wandering through this upland dim. 

Once pass’d I blindfold here, at any hour , 

Now seldom come I, since I came with him. 

That single elm-tree bright 
Against the west — I miss it < is it gone ? 

"We prized it dearly , while it stood, we said, 

Our friend, the Gipsy-Scholar, was not dead , 

Wlnle the tiee lived, he m these fields lived on 30 

Too rare, too rare, grow now my visits here, 

But once I knew each field, each flower, each stick , 

And with the countiy-folk acquaintance made 
By barn m threshing-time, by new-built rick 
Here, too, our shepherd pipes we first assay’d. 

Ah me ! this many a year 
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My pipe is lost, my shepherd’s holiday ' 

Needs must I lose them, needs with heavy heart 
Into the world and wave of men depart , 

But Thyrsis of Ins own will went away. 40 

It irk’d him to be here, he could not lest 
He loved each simple joy the country yields, 

He loved his mates , but yet he could not keep, 

Bor that a shadow lour’d on the fields, 

Here with the shepheids and the silly sheep 
Some life of men unblest 

He knew, which made linn droop, and fill’d Ins head 
He went , his piping took a troubled sound 
Of storms that rage outside our happy giound , 

He could not wait their passing, he is dead. 50 

So, some tempestuous morn m early June, 

When the year’s primal bui3t of bloom is o’er, 

Befoie the roses and the longest day — 

When garden-walks and all the grassy floor 
With blossoms red and white of fallen May 
And chestnut-floweis are strewn — 

So have I heard the cuckoo’s parting ciy, 

From the wet field, through the vext garden-trees, 

Come with the volleying ram and tossing breeze 
The bloom is gone , and with the bloom go I! 60 

Too quick despanei, wheiefore wilt thou go 2 
Soon will the high Midsummer pomps come on, 

Soon will the musk carnations break and swell, 

Soon shall we have gold-dusted snapcb agon, 
Sweet-William with his homely cottage-smell, 

And stocks m fragrant blow , 

Roses that down the alleys shine afar, 

And open, jasnmie-muffled lattices, 

And groups under the dreaming garden-trees, 

And the full moon, and the white evening-star 


70 
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He hearkens not 1 light comer, he is flown 1 
What matters it ? next year he will return, 

And we shall have him m the sweet spring-days, 
With whitening hedges, and uncrumpling fern, 
And blue-hells trembling by the forest- ways, 
And scent of hay new-mown 
But Thyrsis never more we swains shall see , 

See lnm come back, and cut a smoother reed, 
And blow a strain the world at last shall heed — 
For Tune, not Cory don, hath conquer’d thee ! 

Alack, for Corydon no rival now 1 — 

But when Sicilian shepherds lost a mate, 

Some good survivor with his flute would go, 
Piping a ditty sad foi Bion’s fate , 

And cioss the unpermitted ferry’s flow, 

And relax Pluto’s brow, 

And make leap up with ]oy the beauteous head 
Of Proserpine, among whose crowned hair 
Are flowers first open’d on Sicilian air, 

And flute his friend, like Orpheus, from the dead 

0 easy access to the hearer’s grace 
When Dorian shepherds sang to Proserpine 1 
For she herself had trod Sicilian fields, 

She knew the Dorian water’s gusli divine, 

She knew each lily white which Enna yields, 
Each lose with blushing face ; 

She loved the Dorian pipe, the Dorian strain 
But ah, of our poor Thames she never heard ' 
Her foot the Cumner cowslips never stirr’d , 
And we should tease her with our plaint m vain 1 

Well ’ wind-dispersed and vam the words will he, 
Yet, Thyrsis, let me give my grief its hour 
In the old haunt, and find our tree-topp’d hill ! 
Who, if not I, for questing here hath power % 
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I know the wood which hides the daffodil, 

I know the Fyfield tree, 

I know what white, what purple fntillaries 
The grassy hai vest of the river-fields, 

Above by Ensliam, down by Sandfoid, yields, 

And what sedged brooks are Thames’s tributaries , 110 

I know these slopes ; who knows them if not 1 1 — 

But many a dingle on the loved hill-side, 

With thorns once studded, old, white-blossom’d trees, 
Where thick the cowslips grew, and fai descried 
High towei’cl the spikes of purple oiclnses, 

Hath since our day put by 
The coronals of that forgotten time , 

Down eacii green bank hath gone the ploughboy’s team, 
And only in the hidden brookside gleam 
Primroses, orphans of the flowery pume 120 

Wlieie is the girl, who by the boatman’s door, 

Above the locks, above the boating throng, 

Unmoor’d our skiff when through the Wytham flats, 
Red loosestrife and blond meadow-sweet among 
And darting swallows and light watei -gnats, 

We track’d the shy Thames shore ? 

Where are the rnoweis, who, as the tiny swell 
Of our boat passing heaved the river- grass, 

Stood with suspended scythe to see us pass 1 — 

They all are gone, and thou art gone as well ' 130 

Yes, thou art gone 1 and round me too the night 
In ever-nearmg circle weaves her shade 
I see her veil draw soft across the day, 

I feel her slowly chilling breath invade 
The cheek grown thin, the brown hair sprent with giey ; 
I feel her finger light 

Laid pausefully upon life’s headlong train , — 

The foot less prompt to meet the morning dew, 
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The heart less bounding at emotion new, 

And hope, once crush’d, less quick to spring again. 140 

And long the way appears, which seem’d so short 
To the less piactised eye of sanguine youth ; 

And high the mountain-tops, in cloudy air, 

The mountain-tops where is, the throne of Tmth, 

Tops m life’s morning sun so bright and baie 1 
Unbieachable the fort 
Of the long-battei’d world uplifts its wall ; 

And strange and vam the earthly turmoil grows, 

And near and real the ehaim of thy repose, 

And night as welcome as a friend would fall 150 

But hush i the upland hath a sudden loss 
Of quiet '—Look, adown the dusk hill-side, 

A tioop of Oxford hunters going home, 

As m old days, jovial and talking, ride ' 

Fiom hunting with the Berkshire hounds they come. 
Quick ' let me fly, and cross 
Into yon farther field ' — ’Tis done , and see, 

Back’d by the sunset, which doth glorify 
The orange and pale violet evening-sky, 

Bare on its lonely ridge, the Tree ' the Tree ' 160 

I take the omen ' Eve lets down her veil, 

The white fog creeps from bush to bush about, 

The west unflushes, the high stars grow bright, 

And in the scatter’d farms the lights come out 
I cannot reach the signal-tree to-night, 

Yet, happy omen, hail ' 

Hear it from thy broad lucent Arno-vale 
(For there thine earth-forgetting eyelids keep 
The mornmgless and unawakenmg sleep 
Under the flowery oleanders pale), lVO 

Hear it, 0 Thyrsis, still our tree is there ! — 

Ah, vam ' These English fields, this upland dim, 
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These brambles pale with mist engarlanded, 

That lone, sky- pointing tiee, are not foi him ; 

To a boon southern country he is fled, 

And now m happier air, 

Wandering with the great Mother’s tram divine 
(And purer or more subtle soul than thee, 

I trow, the mighty Mother doth not see) 

Within a folding of the Apennme, 180 

Thou liearest the immoital chants of old ! — 

Putting his sickle to the perilous gram 
In the hot cornfield of the Phrygian king, 

For thee the Lityerses-song again 
Young Daphms with Ins silver voice doth smg , 

Sings Ins Sicilian fold, 

His sheep, his hapless love, his blinded eyes — 

And how a call celestial round him rang, 

And heavenward from the fountain-bunk he sprang, 
And all the marvel of the golden skies 190 

There thou art gone, and me thou leavest here 
Sole m these fields 1 yet will I not despair 
, Despair I will not, while I yet descry 
Heath the mild canopy of English air 
That lonely tree against the western sky 
Still, still these slopes, ’tis clear, 

Our Gipsy-Scholar haunts, outliving thee ! 

Fields where soft sheep from cages pull the hay, 

Woods with anemomes m flower till May, 

Know him a wanderer still , then why not me ? 200 

A fugitive and gracious light he seeks, 

Shy to illumine , and I seek it too 
This does not come with houses or with gold, 

With place, with honour, and a flattening ciew , 

’Tis not m the world’s market bought and sold — 

But the smooth -slipping weeks 
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Drop by, and leave its seeker still untired ; 

Out of the heed of mortals he is gone, 

He wends unfollow’d, he must house alone ; 

Yet on he fares, by Ins own heart inspired 210 

Thou too, 0 Thyrsis, on like quest wast bound , 

Thou wanderedst with me for a little hour ! 

Men gave thee nothing , but this happy quest, 

If men esteem’d thee feeble, gave thee power, 

If men procured thee trouble, gave thee rest 
And this mde Cumner ground, 

Its fir-topped Hurst, its farms, its quiet fields, 

Here eam’st thou m thy 'jocund youthful time, 

Here was thme height of strength, thy golden prime 1 
And still the haunt beloved a vntue yields, 220 

What though the music of thy rustic flute 
Kept not for long its happy, eountiy tone ; 

Lost it too soon, and learnt a stormy note 
Of men contention -tost, of men who groan, 

Which task’d thy pipe too sore, and tired thy throat— - 
It fail’d, and thou wast mute 1 
Yet liadst thou alway visions of our light, 

And long with men of care thou couldst not stay, 

And soon thy foot resumed its wandering way, 

Left human haunt, and on alone till night 230 

Too rare, too lare, grow now my visits here 1 
’Mid city-noise, not, as with thee of yore, 

Thyrsis 1 in reach of sheep-bells, is my home 
—Then through the great town’s haisli, heart- wearying roar, 
Let m thy voice a whisper often come, 

To chase fatigue and fear 
Why faintest thou ? I wander'd till I died 
Roam on ! The light we sought is shining still 
Dost thou ash proof ? Our tree yet crowns the hill, 

Our Scholar travels yet the loved hillside 
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STANZAS FROM CARNAC 

Far on its rocky knoll descried 
Saint Michael’s chapel cuts the sky 
I climb’d ; — beneath me, bright and wide, 

Lay the lone coast of Brittany 

Bright m the sunset, weird and still, 

It lay beside the Atlantic wave, 

As though the wizard Merlin’s will 
Yet charm’d it from his forest-grave 

Behind me on their grassy sweep, 

Beaided with lichen, scrawl’d and grey, 10 

The giant stones of Carnae sleep, 

In the mild evening of the May 

No pnestly stern procession now 
Moves through their rows of pillars old ; 

No victims bleed, no Druids bow — 

Sheep make the daisied aisles their fold 

From busli to hush the cuckoo flies, 

The orchis red gleams everywheie , 

Gold furze with broom m blossom vies, 

The blue-hells perfume all the air 20 

And o’er the glistening, lonely land, 

Rise up, all round, the Christian spires , 

The church of Carnae, by the strand, 

Catches the westering sun’s last fires 

And there, across the watery way, 

See, low above the tide at flood, 

The sickle-sweep of Quiberon Bay, 

"Whose beach once ran with loyal blood ! 



96 


ELEGIAC POEMS. 


And beyond that, the Atlantic wide ' — 

All round, no soul, no boat, no liail , 30 

But, on the horizon’s verge descried, 

Hangs, touch’d with light, one snowy sail 1 

Ah 1 where is he, who should have come 
Where that far sail is passing now, 

Past the Lone’s mouth, and by the foam 
Of Fmistere’s unquiet blow, 

Home, round into the English wave ? 

— He tarries where the Bock of Spam 
Mediterranean waters lave , 

He enters not the Atlantic mam 40 

Oh, could he once have reach’d this air 
Freshen’d by plunging tides, by showers ! 

Have felt this breath he loved, of fair 
Cool northern fields, and glass, and flowers t 

He long’d foi it — press’d on — In vam ' 

At the Straits fail’d that spmt brave 
The south was parent of Ins pain, 

The south is mistress of his grave 


A SOUTHEBN NIGHT 

The sandy spits, the shore-lock’d lakes, 

Melt into open, moonlit sea , 

The soft Mediterranean breaks 
At my feet, free 

Dotting the fields of corn and vine, 

Like ghosts the huge, gnaiTd olives stand 
Behind, that lovely mountain-line ' 

While, by the strand, 



A SOUTHERN NIGHT 


97 


Cette, with its glistening houses white, 

Cuives with the curving beach away 10 

To where the lighthouse beacons bright 
Far m the bay 

Ah ' such a night, so soft, so lone, 

So moonlit, saw me once of yore 
Wander unquiet, and my own 
Yext heart deplore 

But now that trouble is forgot , 

Thy memory, thy pain, to-night, 

My brother 1 and thine early lot. 

Possess me quite 20 

The murmur of this Midland deep 
Is heard to-niglit around thy grave, 

There, where Gibx altar’s cannon’d steep 
O’erfrowns the wave 

For there, with bodily anguish keen, 

With Indian heats at last fordone, 

With public toil and private teen — 

Thou sank’st, alone 

Slow to a stop, at morning grey, 

I see the smoke-ci own’d vessel come, 30 

Slow round her paddles dies away 
The seething foam 

A boat is lower’d from her side , 

Ah, gently place him on the bench 1 
That spirit — if all have not yet died — 

A breath might quench 

Is this the eye, the footstep fast, 

The mien of youth we used to see, 

Poor, gallant boy > — for such thou wast, 

Still art, to me 
o 


40 



98 


ELEGIAC POEMS 


The limbs their wonted tasks 1 efuse , 

The eyes are glazed, thou canst not speak , 

And whiter than thy white burnous 
That wasted cheek ! 

Enough i The boat, with quiet shock, 

Unto its haven coming nigh, 

Touches, and on Gibraltar’s rock 
Lands thee to die 

Ah me > Gibraltai’s stiand is far, 

But farther yet across the brine 60 

Thy dear wife’s ashes buried are, 

Bemote from thine 

For there, where morning’s sacred fount 
Its golden ram on earth confers, 

The snowy Himalayan Mount 
O’ershadows hers 

Strange irony of fate, alas, 

Which, for two jaded English, saves, 

When from their dusty life they pass, 

Such peaceful graves 1 60 

In cities should we English lie, 

Where cries are rising ever new, 

And men’s incessant stream goes by — 

We who pursue 

Our business with unslackenmg stride, 

Traverse m troops, with care-filM breast, 

The soft Mediterranean side, 

The Nile, the East, 

And see all sights from pole to pole, 

And glance, and nod, and bustle by, 70 

And never once possess our soul 
Before we die. 
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Not by those hoary Indian lulls. 

Not by this gracious Midland sea 
Whose floor to-night sweet moonshine fills, 

Should our graves be 

Some sage, to whom the world was dead, 

And men were specks, and life a play , 

Who made the roots of trees his bed, 

And once a day 80 

With staff and gourd Ins way did bend 
To villages and homes of man, 

Tor food to keep him till he end 
His mortal span 

And the pure goal of being reach ; 

Hoax-headed, wrinkled, clad m white, 

Without companion, without speech, 

By day and mght 

Pond ei mg God’s mysteries untold 

And tranquil as the glacier-snows 90 

He by those Indian mountains old 
Might well repose 

Some grey crusading knight austere, 

Who bore Saint Louis company, 

And came home hurt to death, and here 
Landed to die ; 

Some youthful troubadour, whose tongue 
Pill’d Europe once with his love-pam, 

Who here outworn had sunk, and sung 

His dying strain ; 100 

Some girl, who here fiom castle-hower, 

With furtive step and cheek of flame, 

Twixt myrtle-hedges all m flower 
By moonlight came 
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To meet her pirate-lover’s ship , 

And from the wave-kiss’d marble stair 
Beckon’d linn on, with qiuvei mg lip 
And floating hair ; 

And lived some moons m happy trance, 

Then learnt Ins death and pined awny — 110 

Such by these waters of romance 
’Twas meet to lay 

But you — a grave for knight or sage, 

Romantic, solitary, still, 

0 spent ones of a work-day age ’ 

Befits you ill. 

So sang I , but the midnight breeze, 

Down to the brnnm’d, moon-chaimed mam, 

Comes softly through the olive-trees, 

And checks my stiam 120 

1 think of her, whose gentle tongue 

All plaint m her own cause controll’d ; 

Of thee I think, my brother ! young 
In heart, high-soul’d — 

That comely face, that cluster’d brow, 

That cordial hand, that bearing free, 

I see them still, I see them now, 

Shall always see ' 

And what but gentleness untired, 

And what but noble feeling warm, 130 

Wherever shown, howe’ei inspired, 

Is grace, is charm ? 

What else is all these waters are, 

What else is steep’d m lucid sheen, 

What else is bright, what else is fair, 

What else serene ? 
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Mild o’er her giave, ye mountains, shine . 

Gently by his, ye waters, glide 1 
To that in you which is divine 
They were allied 


RUGBY CHAPEL 
November 185V. 

Coldlt, sadly descends 
The autumn-evening. The field 
Strewn with its dank yellow drifts 
Of wither’d leaves, and the elms, 

Fade into dimness apace, 

Silent , — hardly a shout 

From a few boys late at their play * 

The lights come out m the street, 

In the school-room windows , — but cold, 
Solemn, unliglited, austere, 

Through the gathering darkness, arise 
The chapel-walls, m whose bound 
Thou, my father ! art laid. 

There thou dost lie, in the gloom 
Of the autumn evening But ah 1 
That word, gloom , to my mind 
Brings thee back, m the light 
Of thy radiant vigour, again , 

In the gloom of November we pass’d 
Days not dark at thy side ; 

Seasons impair’d not the ray 
Of thy buoyant cheerfulness clear 
Such thou wast ' and I stand 
In the autumn evening, and think 
Of bygone autumns with thee. 
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Fifteen years have gone round 
Since thou arosest to tread, 

In the summer-morning, the road 
Of death, at a call unforeseen, 

Sudden For fifteen years, 

We who till then m thy shade 
Rested as under the boughs 
Of a mighty oak, have endured 
Sunshine and ram as we might, 

Bare, unshaded, alone, 

Lacking the shelter of thee. 

0 strong soul, by what shore 
Tamest thou now ? For that force, 
Surely, lias not been left vam I 
Somewhere, surely, afax, 

In the sounding labour-house vast 
Of being, is practised that stiength, 
Zealous, beneficent, firm ' 

Yes, m some far-shining spheie, 
Conscious or not of the past, 

Still thou performest the word 
Of the Spirit m whom thou dost live- 
Prompt, unweai led, as here 1 
Still thou upraisest with zeal 
The humble good from the ground, 
Sternly repressest the bad ' 

Still, like a trumpet, dost rouse 
Those who with half-open eyes 
Tread the border-land dim 
’Twixt vice and virtue ; reviv’st, 
Succourest > — this was thy work, 

This was thy life upon earth. 

What is the course of the life 
Of mortal men on the earth ?— 



RUGBY CHAPEL 


Most men eddy about 

Here and there — eat and drmk, 

Chatter and love and hate, 

Gather and squander, are raised 
Aloft, are hurl’d m the dust, 

Striving blindly, achieving 
Nothing , and then they die — 

Perish , — and no one asks 
Who or what they have been, 

More than he asks what waves, 

In the moonlit solitudes mild 
Of the midmost Ocean, have swell’d, 
Foam’d for a moment, and gone 

And there are some, whom a thirst 
Ardent, unquenchable, fires, 

Not with the crowd to be spent, 

Not without aim to go round 
In an eddy of purposeless dust, 

Effort unmeaning and vam 
Ah yes 1 some of us strive 
Not without action to die 
Fruitless, but something to snatch 
From dull oblivion, nor all 
Glut the devouring grave ! 

We, we have chosen our path — 

Path to a cleat- purposed goal, 

Path of advance ! — but it leads 
A long, steep journey, through sunk 
Gorges, o’er mountains m snow 
Cheerful, with friends, we set forth — 
Then, on the height, comes the storm 
Thunder crashes from rock 
To rock, the cataracts reply. 
Lightnings dazzle our eyes 
Roaring torrents have breach’d 
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The track, the stream-bed descends 

In the place where the wayfarer once 

Planted his footstep— the spray 

Boils o’er its borders ' aloft 

The unseen snow-beds dislodge 

Their hanging rum , alas, 100 

Havoc is made m our tram ! 

Emends, who set forth at our side, 

Falter, are lost m the storm 
We, we only are left 1 
With frowning foreheads, with lips 
Sternly compress’d, we strain on, 

On — and at nightfall at last 
Come to the end of our way, 

To the lonely mu ’mid the rocks ; 

Where the gaunt and taciturn host 110 

Stands on the threshold, the wind 
Shaking his thin white hairs — 

Holds his lantern to scan 
Our storm-beat figures, and asks 
Whom m our party we bring 1 
Whom we have left m the snow 1 

Sadly we answer We bring 

Only ourselves 1 we lost 

Sight of the rest in the storm 

Hardly ourselves we fought through 120 

Stripp’d, without friends, as we are 

Friends, companions, and tram, 

The avalanche swept from our side 

But thou would’st not alone 
Be saved, my father > alone 
Conquer and come to thy goal, 

Leaving the rest m the wild. 

We were weary, and we 
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Fearful, and we m our march. 

Fam to drop down and to die 130 

Still thou turneclst, and still 
Beckonedst the tiembier, and still 
Gavest the weary thy hand 


If, m the paths of the world, 

Stones might have wounded thy feet, 

Toil or dejection have tued 
Thy spirit, of that we saw 
Frothing — to us thou wast still 
Cheerful, and helpful, and firm > 

Theiefore to thee it was given 140 

Many to save with thyself , 

And, at the end of tliy day, 

O faithful shepherd ' to come, 

Bringing thy sheep in thy hand 

And through thee I believe 

In the noble and gieat who are gone ; 

Pure souls honour’d and blest 
By former ages, who else — 

Such, so soulless, so poor, 

Is the race of men whom I see — 150 

Seem’d but a dream of the heart, 

Seem’d but a ery of desire. 

Yes ! I believe that there lived 
Others like thee m the past, 

Not like tlio men of the crowd 
Who all round me to-day 
Bluster or cringe, and make life 
Hideous, and and, and vile : 

But souls temper’d with file, 

Fervent, heroic, and good, 160 

Helpers and friends of mankind. 
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Servants of God 1 — or sons 
Shall I not call you ? because 
Not as servants ye knew 
Your Father’s innermost mind, 

His, who unwillingly sees 
One of his little ones lost — 

Youis is the praise, if mankind 

Hath not as yet m its march 

Fainted, and fallen, and died 1 170 

See 1 In the rocks of the world 
Marches the host of mankind, 

A feeble, wavenng line 
Wheie are thev tending ? — A God 
Marsh ail’d them, gave them their goal 
Ah, but the way is so long ' 

Years they have been m the wild ' 

Sore thirst plagues them, the locks, 

Rising all round, overawe , 

Factions divide them, their host 180 

Threatens to break, to dissolve 
— Ah, keep, keep them combined ! 

Else, of the myriads who fill 
That army, not one shall arrive , 

Sole they shall stray ; m the i ocks 
Staggei for ever in vain, 

Die one by one m the waste 

Then, m such hour of need 
Of your fainting, dispirited race, 

Ye, like angels, appear, 190 

Radiant with ardour divine ' 

Beacons of hope, ye appear I 
Languor is not m your heart, 

Weakness is not m your word, 

Weariness not on your brow 
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Ye alight m our van * at your voice, 

Panic, despair, flee away 
Ye move through the ranks, recall 
The stragglers, refresh the outworn, 

Praise, re-inspire the brave ! 200 

Order, courage, return 

Eyes rekindling, and prayers, 

Follow your steps as ye go 
Ye fill up the gaps m our flies, 

Strengthen the wavering line, 

Stablish, continue our march, 

On, to the bound of the waste, 

On, to the City of God 
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GEIST’S GRAVE 

Four years t— and didst tliou stay above 
The ground, which hides thee now, but four 9 
And all that life, and all that love, 

Were crowded, Geist ! into no more 9 

Only four years those winning ways, 

Which make me for thy presence yearn, 

Call’d us to pet thee or to praise, 

Dear little friend 1 at every turn 1 

That lovmg heart, that patient soul, 

Had they indeed no longer span, 10 

To inn their course, and reach their goal, 

And read their homily to man ? 

That liquid, melancholy eye, 

From whose pathetic, soul-fed springs 
Seem’d surging the Virgilian cry, 

The sense of tears m mortal things — 

That steadfast, mournful strain, consoled 
By spmts gloriously gay, 

And temper of heroic mould — 

What, was four years their whole shoit day? 20 
108 
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Yes, only four ! — and not the course 
Of all the centuries yet to come, 

And not the infinite resource 
Of Nature, with her countless sum 

Of figrnes, with her fulness vast 
Of new creation evermore, 

Can ever quite repeat the past, 

Or just thy little self restore 

Stern law of every mortal lot ' 

Which man, proud man, finds haid to bear, 
And builds himself I know not what 
Of second life I know not where. 

But thou, when struck thine hour to go, 

On us, who stood despondent by, 

A meek last glance of love didst throw, 
And humbly lay thee down to die. 

Yet would we keep thee m our heart — 
Would fix our favourite on the scene, 

Nor let thee utterly depart 
And be as if thou ne’er hadst been. 

And so there rise these lines of verse 
On lips that rarely form them now , 

While to each other we rehearse 

Such tvays , such arts , such looks hadst thou ! 

We stroke thy broad brown paws again, 
We bid thee to thy vacant chair, 

We greet thee by the wmdow-pane, 

We hear thy scuffle on the stair. 

We see the flaps of thy large ears 
Quick raised to ask which way we go ; 
Crossing the frozen lake, appears 
Thy small black figure on the snow ! 
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Nor to us only art thou dear 

Who mourn thee in thine English home , 

Thou hast thine absent master’s tear, 

JDropt by the far Australian foam 

Thy memory lasts both here and there, 

And thou shalt live as long as we 

And after that— thou dost not care 1 

In us was all the world to thee 60 

Yet, fondly zealous for thy fame, 

Even to a date beyond our own 
We strive to carry down thy name, 

By mounded turf, and graven stone 

We lay thee, dose within our reach, 

Here, where the grass is smooth and warm, 

Between the holly and the beech, 

Where oft we watch’d thy couehant form 

Asleep, yet lending half an ear 
To travellers on the Portsmouth road 70 

There build we thee, 0 guardian deal, 

Mark’d with a stone, thy last abode ' 

Then some, who through this garden pass, 

When we too, like thyself, are clay, 

Shall see thy grave upon the grass, 

And stop before the stone, and say * 

People who lived here long ago 
Did ly this stone , it seems , intend 
To name for future times to know 
The daehs-hound, Oeist, their little friend 
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EARLY POEMS. 


Under this title stand m the collected editions of Arnold’s 
poems most of the pieces which appeared in the anonymous 
volume of 1849 (the chief exceptions are The Strayed Reveller, 
The Sick King m Bokhai a, and The Forsaken Merman) and a 
few others. 


QUIET WORK. 

This sonnet appeared m the volume of 1849 and was prefixed 
as an introduction to the volume of Poems by Matthew Arnold 
m 1853. A few alterations have since been made m it, as ‘kept 
at one’ for ‘served tn one,’ ‘m lasting fruit’ for ‘m still ad- 
vance,’ ‘fitful’ for ‘senseless.’ The idea of the sonnet is one 
which is characteristic of the poet , compare, for example, the 
poem called Self-Dependence, and the Lines Written m Kensing- 
ton Gardens Goethe has the same thought about the quiet but 
unceasing toil of Nature m contrast with the fitful and noisy 
restlessness of man Nature woiks ‘ohne Hast, ohne Rast,’ m 
tranquillity though without pause ; man is ever wearying himself, 
and his noisy labour is aftor all less fruitful. 

The sonnet is regularly constructed, with a pause or ‘turn’ 
after the octett In the first part the poet addressing Nature 
prays her to teach him the lesson how to reconcile two apparently 
conflicting duties, the duty of toil and the duty of tranquillity 
in the latter part he sets forth the contrast between the dis- 
cordant uproar of man’s labour and the silent sleeplessness of 
Nature and hei ministers, who perform after all a far more 
glorious task 

2. The lesson is one , though blown in every wind, that is 
taught m all the various operations of Nature. 

Ill 
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10. From the expression ‘fitful uproai ’ is wfeired the idea of 
fitful labour. 

13. Still still, *.e ever 


THE CHURCH OF BROU. 

In this poem, published m 18S3, the author has combined fact 
with imagination m a way which is a little puzzling to those who 
know the actual Church of Biou and its lustoiy The Church 
of Notre Dame de Brou is one of the most lemarlcable m Fiance, 
and contains the magnificent monuments of Philibert II , duke 
of Savoy, of his mother Mai gar et of Bourbon and of his wife, 
the celebrated Margaret of Austria The church was erected by 
the last-named m memory of her husband, who died September 
10th, 1504, about four years after their marriage, of a disorder 
brought on by drinking cold water when fatigued by hunting 
The poet has chosen to represent Ins chuich as built m a lonely 
mountain spot, far off from any town, whereas the actual chuich 
is m the suburbs of the town of Bouig-en-Bresse on the way 
between Macon and Culoz Similarly the circumstances of the 
death of the duke are modified in accordance with the poet’s 
fancy, the name of the former duchess who made the vow is 
turned from Margaret to Maud, and the daughter-in-law who 
built the church is represented as dying shortly after the death 
of her husband, whereas Margaret of Austria became niler of 
the Netherlands for her brother Philip II of Spam, and died 
m 1530 

The actual church, which was much admired and talked of by 
Matthew Arnold, has very rich decorations and fine stained-glass 
windows. In the choir are the monuments, m the centre that of 
Philibert with two recumbent figures, by which he is represented 
on the lower stage d , . . , , ,1 and on the upper apparently 
as waking in. bliss ■■ i i round him On the right is 
the tomb of Margaret of Bourbon his mother, and on the left 
that of Margaret of Austria his widow The poet, it will be 
noticed, imagines a single tomb, where the duke and duchess lie 
side by side 

As to the style of the poem, it recalls m the first part that of 
the German ballads of the early part of this century, those of 
Uhland for example, and in the second, some of the earlier 
poems of Tennyson, especially The Lady ofShalott, the rhythm of 
which is suggested but not actually reproduced The third is 
the finest and most original portion of the poem and rises to a 

high level of i ■ It may be observed that 

m the editio.i I k, u m.ii. , ■ .uitted the first and second 
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parts, and printed the third alone, with the title, A Tomb among 
the Mountains The poem was again published entire in the 
edition of 1885 


I. ‘She ©its He 

11, mullion’d, A ‘ nmllion 5 is an upright division of stone 
between the lights of a window The liteial meaning is ‘stump’ 
or ‘stock,’ because it is as it were the stem from which the 
tracery above branches out 

15. crisps the forest, i.e. curls and wrinkles the forest leaves, 
cp ‘the crisp woods ’ m the thud pait of the poem 
28 weltering the word means properly to ‘roll about,’ a 
frequentative of the oldei English walten, to roll 
33 sconces, ‘candlesticks’ pioperly a sconce is a hidden 
light or dark lantern French, et>conse , Lat absconsa. 

35 dais, usually the raised platform at the end of the hall 
upon which the high table stands, but also used of the canopy 
over a seat of state 

106 * Lifelike though made of the white marble ’ 

109 fretwork, ornamental woik of stems interlaced The 
word ‘fret’ is a heraldic term for a kind of grating, fiom the 
French frettes, Latin far return, hut it has been confused with the 
English verb ‘to fiet,’ meaning ‘to adorn ’ 

112 the St John, ‘ la Saint- Jean,’ i e. Midsummer, the feast 
of Saint John Baptist being on the 24th of June 


II me CElnitch. 

1 glistening leaden roof, a contrast to the ‘liclien-crusted 
leads ’ which we have m the tlui d part 
12 clips, ‘ surrounds and confines.’ 

22 dight, ‘ adorned,’ from the Old English dihtcm, to set m 
order. 


Ill me mmb 

14 their bloody freight, i a the wild boais that they have 
killed m the chase ‘freight,’ i.e bui den. 

31 the pavement of the courts of Heaven. Perhaps the poet 
had m his mind the “ paved work of a sapphne stone ” (cf 1 23), 
which was seen under the feet of the God of Isiael [Excel, xxiv 
1 °) 

36 clere-story windows are the upper range of windows m a 
church, the clci e-story (or clear-stoiy) being that nppei level 

it 
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of the building which is lighted with windows, as opposed to the 
tnforium just below, sometimes called the £ blmd-story ’ 

37. washes a very expressive word, the sound of the wind m 
the pines being like the sough of the sea 
41 glimmering', a picturesque word used of a dim uncertain 
light properly a fiequentative of ‘ gleam’ ; compare ‘ weltering ’ 
above. Note the picturesque beauty of this concluding passage. 


REQUIESCAT 

12. laps This word * lap ’ is simply a variation of * wrap ’ The 
Shalcsperian use of it, “ All thy friends are lapp’d m lead,” has 
perhaps given it an association with death. 

13 Her spirit, being large, felt itself ‘cabin’d, cribbed, con- 
fined,’ in the limits of its mortal tenement 

16 vasty, a variation of 4 vast ’ It seems to indicate also some- 
thing of mystery . cp Sliakspere, 1 Henry IV in i 52 
“ I can call spirits from the vasty deep ” 


TO A GIPSY CHILD BY THE SEA-SHORE. 

This, which is one of the most thoughtful and dignified of 
Arnold’s poems, was fust published in 1849, and republished m 
1855 It was occasioned by the sight of an infant m its gipsy 
mother’s arms on the shore at Douglas m the Isle of Man, where 
Matthew Arnold with one of his brothers was watching the 
arrival of the steamer from Liverpool The brother who was m 
his company, Mr Thomas Arnold, has kindly told me the 
circumstances He writes . ‘ ‘ My mother and all hei children 
were at Douglas for a month m the autumn of 1842, not long 
after my father’s death One day my brother and I went down 
towards the sea as the boat was coming m There was a great 
crowd, and, after pushing our way through it for some time, we 
thought it best to stay where we were In fact, the crowd halted 
generally Just in front of us was a woman with a child m her 
arms. One could not have said with certainty that she was a 
gipsy, but it is likely enough The woman, with the child 
wrapped m an old cloak, was gazing at the sea and the busy 
scene on the piei , the child was looking over her left shoulder, 
and therefore at us The description of the sad little face, over 
which no smile ever broke, seems to me exactly correct The 
complexion was sallow, the eyes dark, with black circles round 
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them Looking iowaids my hi other m a minute or two, I saw 
that he was completely abstracted So fai as I know he never 
saw the child again, and never heard anything about her.” If 
tins poem was actually written in 1842, when Arnold was not 
yet twenty years old, it must certainly be regaided as a most 
remarkable production 

1 unpractised eyes, that is, eyes that cannot have learnt 
their sorrow by experience of life. 

2 import, ‘ weight of meaning ’ 

5 The idea of this stanza seems to be, ‘Behold the scene 
around, the passing sails, the sea, the piei, all this has meaning, 
and so too has thy gloom ’ 

11 annoy. The use of the word here suggests the Prench 
ennui, which is originally the same word 

13 half averse, etc , ‘inclined to turn away even from thy 
mother, who cannot comprehend thy mood. 5 

18. fantastic sadness. That is, ‘My glooms have been but 
moods of fancied sadness, with no real depth or import. 5 

19 thine own, ‘ such as no others liav e 5 

20. enhance and glorify, by contrast with the bnghtness 
around, to ‘enhance 5 is propci ly to fiuther, and hence to exalt 

21 complexion, ‘ appearance 5 

23 rapt, ‘carried away’ fiom all else by the intensity of Ins 
feeling 

26 m an alien planet horn, ‘born into a world with which 
his nature is not m harmony. 5 

29 stoic souls \c mi ding (<• I he Stoic philosophy all the 
external things of lilt ,uc Mgudid as ‘indifferent, 5 that is, in- 
capable of making a difference to the wise man’s happiness. 
Stoics are ‘self-centred, 5 inasmuch as they consider that the 
only true good for man is to be found m himself 

33 Or do I wait * Or am I to look on thee as on some grey- 
hairod king, who may set forth to me the vanous experiences of 
a long life of thought and action, disentangling the evil from the 
good’ 5 

39 f. ‘ Thou hast known beforehand wliat others learn only by 
bitter experience, namely, how scanty and delusive the hai vest of 
life will prove to be, and yet thou art venturing to set forth 
upon life 5 

43 to swell thy strain, % e to deepen thy mood of sorrow 

45 ff A paraphrase will make clearer the connection of these 
last stanzas ‘ Before death shall come and match the gloom of 
thy aspect with her stillness and darkness, thou wilt either have 
thought too deeply on the mystery of life or else have ceased to 
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think at all Theie are many things mei cifully interposed 
between our senses and our sorrows in this life, yet neither love 
nor labour can make those who have fallen from a high estate 
quite forget then former glory ; and so though thou mayst be 
blinded for a time by the stiuggles or the pleasures of life, yet 
at last, before the night of death closes m upon thee, thou wilt 
remember what thou hast once been, and resume the majesty 
of gnef which dignifies thee now ’ 

53 the nectarous poppy lovers use, ? e the intoxicating 
sweetness which drugs then minds, so that they have no con- 
sciousness of the common ills of life, as opium drugs the senses, 
so that we feel no physical pam 

54 dull Lethsean spring, producing by its dull round a foi get- 
fulness such as was thought to come from dunking the water of 
Lethe 

59 the just sun ‘just,’ because the brightness of which the 
poet speaks is conceived to visit the lives of all at some time, 
making no invidious exception 

60 A ‘ reach ’ is a stretch m a liver between two curves 

61 blank sunshine The epithet conveys the idea of a bright- 
ness by which the sight is dazed 

the cloud That sever’d, etc , i.e this cloud of gloom, 
which marks off one who finds life wanting and turns away 
from it hopeless 

63 The idea is that the ease which comes of commerce with 
the world will lessen the grace of this melancholy, and the 
wisdom which now seems to foreknow the vanity of hope will 
altogether depait, when the nnnd becomes occupied with worldly 
cares, being too high a thing to share that lodging with them 

66 m thy success, thy chain because success m the struggle 
of life will be seen to have bound the soul moie and more to 
that world from which at first it seemed to stand aloof This 
mood of sorrow is a truer and wiser one than any which tends 
to satisfaction with the woild and with life. 


NARRATIVE POEMS 

BALDER DEAD 

This poem, published m 1855, is an admirable rendering m 
the classical style of the Northern myth of Balder, and while 
keepmg close to the Norse mythology it is full of Homeric 
echoes and, m fact, the spirit of the older Greek religion is m 
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many respects skikmgly akm to that of the Eddas A few 
paiallels from Homer have Leon quoted m the notes to this 
edition, and many moie might be found 
The author writes to his sister, December 1855, “I think 
Balder will consolidate the peculiar soit of leputation that I got 
by tiohrab and Ihu>tum, and many will complain that I am 
settling myself permanently m that field of antiquity, as if there 
weie no other [Aithur Stanley] likes Balder as a whole better 
than Soh ah , but thinks it too short , and this is true too, I 
think, and X must some day add a fiist book with an account of 
the circumstances of the death of Balder Mallet and Ins 
veision of the Eddct is all the poem is based upon” (Letters of 
Matthew Arnold, Vol r , p 47) 

The author quotes m illustration of the poem the following 
passage fiom the piose Edda, that is, the ancient Icelandic 
account of the Scandinavian religion 

“Balder the Cloud 1m\ in 'lu ( n toimented with ternble dreams, 
indicating that liu lib w i in gieatpenl, communicated them to 
the assembled iEsir, who resolved to conjure all things to avei t 
from linn the threatened danger Then Engga exacted an oath 
from fire and water, from iron, and all other metals, as well as 
from stones, earths, diseases, beasts, birds, poisons, and creeping 
things, that none of them would do any harm to Balder. When 
this was done, it became a favourite pastime of the MCsir, at 
their meetings, to get Balder to stand up and serve them as a 
mark, some hurling daits at lum, some stones, while others 
hewed at him with thou swords and battle-axes, foi do what 
they would, none of them could harm him, and this was re- 

f aided by all as a great honour shown to Baldei But when 
ioki beheld the scene he was sorely vexed that Balder was 
not hurt. Assuming, therefore, the shape of a woman, he went to 
Eensalir, the mansion of Erigga That goddess, when she saw the 
pretended woman, inquued of her if she knew what the iEsir 
were doing at then meetings She leplied, that they were throw- 
ing darts and stones at Bidder without being able to hurt him 
“ ‘ Ay,’ said Engga, ‘noither metal nor wood can hurt Balder, 
for I have exacted an oath from all of them ’ 

“ * What 1 ’ exclaimed the woman, ‘have all things sworn to 
spare Balder’ ’ 

‘“All things, 5 replied Erigga, ‘except one little shrub that 
grows on the eastern side of Valhalla, and is called Mistletoe, 
and which I thought too young and feeble to crave an oath from. 5 

“As soon as Lola heard this he went away, and, resuming his 
natural shape, out off the mistletoe, and repaired to the place 
where the gods were assembled There he found Hodur standing 
apart, without pai taking of the sports, on account of his blind- 
ness, and going up to him said, ‘Why dost thou not also throw 
something at Balder ? 5 
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“ ‘ Because I am blind, 1 answered Hodur, ‘and see not wliere 
Balder is, and have, moreover, nothing to tlnow with ’ 

“ ‘Come, then,’ said Loki, * do like the rest, and show honour 
to Balder by thi owing this twig at him, and I will dnect thy 
arm toward the place where he stands ’ 

“Hodur then took the mistletoe, and, under the guidance of 
Lola, darted it at Balder, who, pierced through and through, 
fel’l down lifeless.” 


I. cSrnbtnfl 

6 Lok the Accuser. The Edda says * ‘ Some reckon Lok m 
the number of the Gods, others call him the calumniator of the 
Gods, the accuser of Gods and men, He surpasses all m that 
science which is called cunning and perfidy ” He is, m fact, a 
kind of spirit of evil, the father of the wolf Fenns, of the great 
Serpent of Midgard, and of Hela or Death 

11 Valhalla is one of the palaces assigned by Odm to the 
heroes who have fallen m battle, who feast there with the Gods 

14 gold-nmm’d skulls The ancient Northern practice of 
making a drinking-cup of the skull of a slam enemy is well 
known It enters, for example, into the story of the Lombard 
King Albom, who was killed by his wife Rosamund, he having 
made a drmkmg-cup of her father’s skull and caused her to 
drink from it unwittingly In the song of Ragnar Lodbrog 
occur these words “ Soon m the splendid abode of Odm we shall 
drink beer out of the sculls of our enemies ” 

15 Cp Horn II. xxm 154 “ And now would the light of the 
sun have set upon them wailing, if Achilles,” etc 

16 Odm (or Woden), the supreme God of the Teutonic religion, 
the ‘All-father,’ oi ‘ Father of the ages ’ The fouith day of our 
week is called after him 

19 In Homer the Gods are themselves dicr/Sdes, ‘free from 
sorrow,’ though to mortals they have given woes enough. 

22 so bright, so loved a God “He is most fair to view, and 
so bright that he daits forth rays of light” {Edda) Balder 
represents perhaps the brightness of the sun’s warmth m summer 

24 The Nornies “Of the Normes or Destinies some are of 
the race of the Gods, others of the elves or of the dwarves They 
are present at the birth of every child to determine his fate . 
Those who are of a good origin dispense good destinies, but 
those men to whom misfortunes happen ought to ascribe them to 
the evil Nornies” ( Edda ) Arnold here represents them as 
spinning the thread of man’s doom, like the three fates of 
classical mythology, and m the Edda also the chief of the 
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Normcs are three in number, Urtha, Verthandi, and Skulda, the 
Past, Present, and Future they aie m fact the weird sisters 

28 The JEdda teaches that one day the monsteis and giants of 
the earth shall make wai on the Gods, the world shall he 
destroyed, and Gods, heroes and men shall perish. See Partin , 
11 474 ff of this poem 

33. another’s portion, ‘the doom assigned to another’ ep. 
the use of the Greek word /xolpa, which means ‘ poition,’ for 
destiny 

41 Bring wood, etc It was a Noithem custom to place the 
body of a slam warrior on a funeral pile m a ship, and having 
lighted the pile to push the vessel out to sea Balder’s ship is 
represented as the laigest in the world 

45 for that is what the dead desire Cp Horn II xvi 675, 
t 6 yap yipas earl Qavbvrwv, ‘for that is the honour due to the 
dead ’ 

47 Sleipner, the best of all hoises, said to have had eight 
feet, but this peihaps is only a figure of speech to express his 
swiftness. 

49 Lidskialf is the palace of Odin When he is theie seated 
on Ins thxono, lie thence discoveis every country and sees all the 
actions of men With this passage may be compared Horn II 
xni 1 ff , thus translated by Mi Lang “Now Zeus after that he 
had brought the Ti ojans and Hector to the ships, left them to 
their toil and endless laboui there, but otherwhere again he 
turned his shining eyes, and looked upon the land of the Thracian 
horse-breedeis, and the Mysians, fierce fighters hand-to-hand, 
and the proud Hippemolgoi that drink mare’s milk, and the 
Abioi, the most righteous of men. Nor did he turn Ins shining 
eyes any more at all towards Troy, for he did not think,” etc 

52 Midgard, i e ‘ middle court ’ (or ‘ dwelling ’ ), the fortress 
built by the Gods against the giants for the children of men to 
dwell in 

53 conjuring Lapps Lapland has always been famous for its 
witches, or rather wizards 

57 Ida’s plain, the place where the Gods had their dwelling 
Cp Part in , 1 537 

60 think of Balder’s pyre Cp. the Homeric p,vtjcra<rdai a Irov 
(0iAa/d)y, X&PP-VS, etc.), ‘to think of food (watch, battle, etc.).’ 
pyre, % e ‘funeral-pile.’ 

67. the boar Serimner’s flesh The Edda says “The number 
of the heroes can never be so great but the flesh of the wild boar 
Serimner will suffice to sustain them ; which, though dressed 
eveiy morning, becomes entire agam every night.” 
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68. the Valkyries “ There are also many vugms -who minister 
in Valhalla, pouring out ale for the heioes and taking care of the 
cups and what belongs to tl table These goddesses aie called 
the Valkyries Odm sends them into the fields of battle to make 
choice of those who are to be slam and to bestow the victory ” 
See Part n , 11 19, 20 of this poem. 

crown’d theix horns a Homeric expiession, like xpijr^pas 
eireffrtyavTo iroroio It means ‘filled full then drmkmg-horns 5 
mead is said m the Edict to be the usual drink of the 
heioes in Valhalla it is obtained by milking the slie-goat that 
feeds on the leaves of the tiee Lerada Beer, howevei, is quite 
as often mentioned 

69 pent-up hearts, heaits m which the grief was confined 
and not allowed to show itself 

73 Asgard, i e. ‘ God-court, 1 the city of the Gods or iEsir. 

84 Fensaler, ie ‘divine abode,’ the palace of Engga, the 
Earth goddess and wife of Odm, heie called Frea She was very 
commonly confused with Freya, the Goddess of Love, and hence 
the clay of the week which is named after her was called m 
Latin, dies Veneris The distmetion, however, is preserved in 
this poem (Part in ,11 90 ff ) 

93. revolving things to come Fngga knew all the destinies 
of men, as it is said 

“ Weirdes all 
Metlnnks Frigg knoweth, 

But telleth them nevei ” 

95. hale, ‘evil,’ ‘destruction ’ Foi the sentiment cp Horn II. 
I 352, Mijrep, inel /x’ ireicts ye fuvvvd&5i6v vep’ eivra, k.t \ 

101. The foe, the accuser, etc Repeated fiom 1 38, m the 
epic style, so m 1. 126, “so bright, so loved a God ” 

108 See note on 1 93 

109 Hela, ‘Death’ The English ‘hell’ is the same word, 
meaning that which hides 

114 long portion’d with, ‘destined long beforehand to’, cp. 
1. 33 So Horn It xxn 179, ird\cu TreirpwfjAvov atari 

115 fill another’s life, ‘fill the place m life belonging to 
another ’ 

124 the darkness of the filial times See 1. 28 ff What is 
referred to is the ‘ darkness of the Gods,’ the Gotterdammerung, 
when the monstrous powers of nature shall destroy the Gods and 
the world See Part in , 11 68, 474, etc. 

130 still, ‘ever’ 

141 the bridge Blfrost, where is Heimdall’s watch The 
bridge Bifrost, the best of all bridges, was built by the Gods as 
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a way from TTeavon to Earth it is by homo called the Rainbow. 
Hemidall is the watchman of the Gods, who guaids the bridge 
lest any giants should attempt to p iss ovei it He sees a huudi ed 
miles around him both by night and day; he heais the grass 
grow, and the blast of his horn is heard m all worlds 

151 Hela’s realm Nifolhcim, the land of cold and darkness, 
whither go the ghosts of those who have not died m battle. 
The Norse mythology veiy natiunlly placed this cheerless abode 
of the dead in the far north. 

157. Confronts the Dog and Hunter, that is, the constellation 
of the Dog and of Orion, which are neai to one anotlici, and 
nearly opposite the Bear, cp II xvm 487, “And the Bear, 
which they also call the Wain, which tm ns about m the same 
place and watches Orion, and is alone without portion in the 
baths of Ocean ” 

158 And is alone, etc. This is the classical description of the 
constellation of the Boar, but it is not specially appropi late from 
the point of view of the dwellers m the northern latitudes, where 
a good many other constellations about the Pole never disappear 
from the sky 

172 Nifiheim' to lie read as three syllables m the verse It 
means 1 the house of mist ’ 

178 the streams of Hell. ‘ Hell’ is the same word as ‘ Hela,’ 
and, m fact, m the Ii’dcla, the place and the person aie not very 
clearly distinguished 

174 Compare Horn Od XX. 49, vckvcov afxevyjva Kap-qva. 

203 loathed feasts, because of the pent-up sorrow m then 
hearts 

208 Breidablik. The name means ‘ broad splendours ’ 

211 PostureB of runes, that is, airangements of letters The 
mysterious art of writing was conceived to have a close connec- 
tion with magic, The word ‘ rune ’ itself means a mystery or 
secret conference, connected with the English word ‘roun,’ 
meaning ‘ whisper ’ Hence it was used for mysterious symbols 
of any kind. When Odm desires to raise the dead he does so 
by means of runes. 

215 beSpake him, ‘spake to him,’ so in Part n , 1 179. 

219 In Homer also the Gods have each his own house ; cp 
11. I 605 “Now when the bright light of the sun was set, these 
went each to his own house to sleep.” 

238 Compare I. 191. 

241. best, ‘ command 1 

271 Scalds, i e. bards who celebrated the deeds of warriors 
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275 dirge, ‘funeral song’, properly ‘Dmge,’ from the first 
word of the anthem, ‘Dmge nos, Dominus meus,’ m the office 
for the dead It is from Psalm v 8, “ Lead me, 0 Lord, m Thy 
righteousness ” 

276 satisfied with wail A Homeric expression ; cp Od xix 

213 “ And she when she was satisfied with tearful wail,” etc 

283 In garb, m form, etc. Compare with this the appeal ance 
of the spn it of Patroclus to Achilles m Horn 11 xxin 65fl,“And 
there came to him the soul of the unhappy Patroclus, m every- 
thing like him in stature and m Ins fair eyes and in lus voice, 
and such dress had he on as he was used to wear and he stood 
above his head and spake to him thus 1 Sleepest thou, and wast 
thou forgetful of me, Achilles ’ ’ ” and then lie pioceeds to ask 
that his ashes may be united at last with those of Ins friend 

332 Cp Horn II xxiii 99 “ So he spake and stretched forth 
with his deai hands, but did not take hold of him, but his soul 
went like smoke beneath the earth with a shrill cry ” Arnold 
has taken the comparison to smoke and expanded it happily 
m the following lines 

II Jotrmep to the (Hpchb 

14 the daily fray According to the Edda the enjoyments of 
the heroes consist m drinking and fighting, the dead and 
wounded of each day being restored at evening 

21 Skulda is that one of the Noimr who presides over the 
future (the name is connected with the word ‘shall’) She is said 
to ride with the Valkyries to choose the slam and decide the 
victory 

33 the ash Igdrasil was the gieatest of trees, “ its boughs are 
spread over the whole world and stand above heaven,” under it 
the Gods hold then doom every day Under one of the roots of 
it is Munir’s spring, where knowledge is hidden, and Mimir 
himself, who is full of wisdom because he drinks of it Cp Part 
III , 1 219 ff 

36 Gladheim “They built a court m which their seats stand, 
twelve others besides the highest seat that the All-Father hath 
that house is the best made on earth and the greatest, and it is 
all within and without built of gold in the place men call 
Gladheim ” (Edda) This was the hall of the Gods that of the 
Goddesses was Vingolf 

44 On the twelfth day The author puts off the funeral rites 
of Balder until after Hermod’s return In the Edda they take 
place at once , indeed, it is questionable whether according to 
that system Balder would have been found m Hela’s realm until 
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his funeral ntes had boon accomplished, anymore than Patroclus 
could enter the gates of Hades while yet unburnt. 

47 This scene of wood-cutting for Bidder’s pyre is not from 
the Edda, but from Homer Wee II, xxm. 114 ff , where tiees aie 
cut down for the pyre of Patroclus . “And they went with 
wood-cutting axes m their hands and well-woven ropes, and 
mules went before them ; and much they went up and down and 
sideways and slantways, but when they came to the glens of 
many-fountamed Ida, forthwith they hastened to cut the high- 
foliaged oaks with the edged bronze, and these fell with a great 
Clash, and them the Achaians split m two and tied to the mules, 
and the mules toie up the giound with their feet desiring to 
reach the plain through the close thickets ; and all the wood- 
cutters earned logs ” 

48 The Edda says of Thor “He has three things of great 
pi ice, one of them is the hammer Miollnir, which the giants 
know when it is raised aloft , and that is no wonder, for it has 
split many a skull of their fathers or friends. The second costly 
thing that lie lias is the best of all strength-belts, but the 
third thing he has is his iron gloves,” etc Thor is the God of 
the thunder ( thunor m Old English), after whom is named m 
Gei manic languages the fifth day of the week His hammer, 
which is thrown and returns to his hand again, is the thunder- 
bolt; the thundei is the driving of his car 

53 A good translation of the Homeric line, iroWE 5’ Evavra 
K&Tavra vdpavrA re Wx/xtcl r 5 h\dov. 

63. darkling hero only a poetical variation of ‘dark,’ hut 
moie properly used of persons, meaning ‘in the dailc ’ 

91 if The simile is very pictm esque, and its picturesqueness 
is heightened by its detachment, so to speak ; that is, the le- 
semblance is m one point only, the blocking of the way, and the 
effect of the description is not so much to enfoice the approp- 
riateness of the comparison as to give the simile independent life 
of its own. This also is after the model of Homer, whereas 
Virgil and modern poets generally tend to a more elaborate 
adaptation ' 

95 hinds, te ‘peasants’: m older English ‘hine* means a 
domestic servant. 

101 ff. “ She asked him his name and km, and said that the 
day before there rode over the bridge five hands of dead men, 

‘ but my bridge rings not save under thee alone, and thou hast 
not the hue of dead men ’ ” {Edda) 

113. high-roof’d, like the Homeric v^epetp^s. 

123. “ But beneath and northward lieth Hela’s way ” [Edda). 
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125, Nor lit with sun Bather a harsh use of ‘ nor, ! combin- 
ing the words that follow it with the epithets which stand before 
‘ mist ’ m the piecedmg line 

133 there, i e * thither * 

139 ff. So Odysseus, when about to visit the spirits m Hades, 
sailed through regions of darkness and nnst till he reached the 
limits of the Ocean Od xi 12 ff. 

140 fared, ‘journeyed ’ 

145 ff. “ Then lode Hermod thereon till he came to Hela’s gate 
then he got off his horse and girthed him up fast, and got up 
and cheered him with lus spurs, but the hoise leapt so hard over 
the gate that he came never near it ” ( Udda ). 

151 In the Edda twelve riveis are said to flow from the 
fountain of Vergelmer through Nifellieim 

157 The picturesqueness and beauty of this simile is the poet’s 
own, but the idea of the shades of the dead as fluttering about 
like bats or birds and uttering a squeaking oi twittering sound, 
is taken from Homer m the first place The whole of this 
description should be compared with the eleventh book of the 
Odyssey 

166 their star, ‘their fortune.’ It was only those who died 
in battle who were chosen to feast in Odin’s hall. 

172 in sloughs mterr’d alive, the punishment of cowards 
among the ancient Germans • cp Tacitus, Germania , 12, 
“ignavos et unbelles et corpore infames coeno ac palude miecta 
msuper crate mergunt,” % e they buiy them m a slough with 
a hurdle thrown on the top 

179 hespake him, ‘ spake to him ’ 

187 clasp’d her knees the Homeric attitude of entieaty 

206 ff The Gods, hearing of the birth of the children of Lok 
by the witch or giantess Angerbode, and knowing that great evil 
would come of them, sent and took them fi om J otunhemi where 
they were bred, “ and Odm cast the Serpent into the deep sea 
that lieth about all lands, and he waxed so that he lieth m the 
midst of the sea round all the earth and holdeth his tail in his 
mouth This is he that is called Midgardsworm Hela he cast 
into Niflheim, and gave hei power over nine worlds, that she 
should share all those abodes among the men who are sent to 
her, and these are they who die of sickness or eld , and she hath 
there great domains, and her walls are high and her grates huge ” 
The Wolf was bred up with the Gods, but he waxed so strong 
that they resolved at length to bind him, and this they did by 
cunning and enchantment (Edda) 

215 f The chain with which the wolf ffenris was at length 
bound, after he had broken the strongest fetters of iron, was 
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a magic fetter called Gleipmr, as soft and smooth as a silken 
stung, and when he w<ir bound, the Gods took the chain that 
was attached to it and drew it through a gieat rock and fastened 
it deep in the eaith 

216 limber means ‘flexible/ ‘pliant, 5 connected in etymology 
with ‘ limp ’ 

219. him too foes await, etc. The Edda relates how, after 
the death of Balder, the Gods took vengeance on Lok, who, being 
pursued, took the likeness of a salmon, and was at length caught 
with nets and bound m a cave upon pointed rocks. There is a 
serpent above linn who drops venom over lus face, and he is so 
racked by the venom that the whole earth shakes, and this is 
called earthquake There he lies till the twilight of the Gods 

224 Muspel is the land of fire and brightness, far away in the 
South Eiom it, according to the Norse mythology, would one 
day come those who should fight with the Gods and heioes, and 
destroy Heaven and Earth Lok and his children, the Serpent 
and the Wolf, with other monstrous powers, shall fight with the 
Gods and slay them, though slam themselves, and at length 
Suitir, the chief of the sons of Muspel, shall destroy all the 
world by fire The idea of a general conflagiation as the end of 
all things, is found also m classical mythology 

“ Esse quoque in fatis reinmiscitur adfoie tempus, 

Quo mare, quo tollus correptaque legia caeli 
Ardeat 55 

As to Lok guiding Muspel’s children to then bourne, the Edda 
says, quoting from an ancient poem 
“ Muspell’s peoples 
Will come o’er the sea, 

But Lok steereth ” 

Lok lumself was to slay Heimdall, the waider of the Gods, and 
to bo slam by him 

bourne means properly ‘boundary, 5 hence ‘ami 5 oi 
‘object. 5 

238. beweep, ‘weep for, 5 on the model of ‘bewail 5 

245. withheld, i e ‘ forbidden 5 

265 fT Compare with this the feelings expressed by Achilles 
Horn Od xx 487 ff . “Console me not for death, illustrious 
Odysseus , I would rather be a labourer and serve another, and 
he a man with small estate, who had not much living, than rule 
over all the spirits of the dead who have perished ” 

274 this ring In the Edda the ring which Balder sends to 
Odm is that which Odm had laid upon Ins funeral pyie see note 
on 1 44 
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280 inscrutable regard, that is, a look of which the meaning 
could not be fathomed 

295 And as a traveller, etc. This is one of those pictures 
which Arnold seems to have seen himself m nature, and treasured 
up m lus memory for reproduction Many beautiful examples of 
such complete pictures occur m his poems , for example, 11 91 ff. 
aud 157 ft* of this part of the present poem. 


Ill (Jfiumal 

6 ff The manner in which the simile is introduced by being 
put into the mouth of Lok, is dramatic m its effect Observe, 
as before, the completeness of the picture, and the detachment 
of the simile itself from the circumstances which occasion it 
see note on Part n , 1 91. 

29 against fate, before thy day Op the Homeric virep fidpou, 
and Vug JEn xv 696 

“ nec Fato, rnerita nee morte penbat, 

Sed miser a ante diem ” 

30 soft, that is, m under tones, aside 

49. may keep, i.e ‘ may hold good ’ 

55 that we may turn from grief. The spirit of the Norse- 
man, as that of the Homeric warrior, is averse to any long con- 
tinuance of mourning for the dead. It is right that the dead 
should have certain observances and a certain due share of 
lamentation, “ for that is what the dead desire, ” but tears for the 
dead must not be allowed to keep the Irving from their piopei 
pursuits, whether war or hunting or feasting Odm’s wish is to 
give Baldei all that he can justly claim, but at the same tune to 
burn his corpse out of their sight as soon as may be, so that the 
daily round might go on as Before The Noise Gods are not 
ashamed of shedding tears, but they dry them soon and do not 
allow grief to gnaw at the heart, however good the friend or 
however loved the God whom they bewailed 

68 the twilight of the Gods See Part i , 1 124. 

73 “ Thoi has two goats and a eat which he drives m, and 
the goats draw the car ” ( Edda ) 

swaying, ‘ guiding 5 the word properly means to * bend ’ 

90 Freya, the Goddess of Love and Beauty, often confused 
with Frigga oi Frea, but leally distinct “Freya is ranked with 
Fngg, she is wedded with the man Oder . Oder has fared 
abroad a far way, but Freya weeps for him and her tears are red 
gold Freya hath many names, and the reason of this is that 
she gave herself many names as she fared through unknown 
peoples in search of Oder ” [Edda). 
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96 Vanadis on earth The Eddci simply gives Vanadis as 
one of her many names In assigning to the Goddess a heavenly 
and an earthly name the poet is following Homeric precedents 
the river which men call Scamander is by the Gods called 
Xanthos [II xx 74), the bud \\ Inch the Gods call 1 challus ! is by 
men called ‘ kymindis ’ (II xiv 291) 

126 Regner This is the celebrated Regnei (or Ragnar) 
Lodbrog, whose song, supposed to be uttered when he had been 
thrown into a dungeon full of serpents by Ella, king of North- 
umbria, is among the most celebiated remains of Northern poetry 
The Danish invasions of England were supposed to have had for 
their motive the desire of the sons of Regner to avenge his death 
It is pei haps rather bold on the part of the poet to bring down 
the myth of Raider’s death to so late a time, but after all Regner 
himself is a somewhat mythical hei o 

128 Living, that is, ‘ while he lived ’ 

133. Brage, or Biagi, was famous for wisdom m speech, and 
especially he was skilled in song He was the first of bards or 
1 scalds. ’ 

149 my shepherdess, Aslauga Aslauga, daughter of Sigurd, 
is said to have been bied up as a peasant girl and to have been 
loved by Ragnar Lodbrog 

175 It is necessary for the ihythm that ‘ fire ’ should be read as 
a dissyllable similarly ‘ Niflhenn ’ m this poem is regularly of 
three syllables, so ‘Ireland,’ m Tnstiam and Iseult, eg 
“From Ireland to Cornwall boie ” 

175 ff According to the Edda the Gods, being unable to launch 
Balder’s ship, sent for a witch from Jotunheim, “who pushed it 
forward so at the first touch, that fire sprang out of the rollers,” 
that is the balks of tnnbei laid on the sand for the ship to slide 
over. Thoi was so angi y at her success, when he had failed, that 
he grasped his hammer and would have slam her, but the other 
Gods entreated peace for her Heie the poet makes the spaiks 
fly from the trench which the ship ploughed m the sand, a less 
natuial idea. 

194 lurid seems to mean originally e pale yellow,’ and it is used 
heie much m the same way as by Pliny, when, speaking of the 
darkness and dust-clouds gradually dispersing after the eruption 
of Vesuvius, he says, “sol etiam effulsit, lundus tamen ” 

212 the sacred mom a Homeric expression, lepbv fump 

217 To the ash Igdrasil, etc See note on Part ii , 1 33 

226. both have grounds, i.e there are grounds foi either 
decision, 

236 ff. With this passage compare Horn II. xxn 367 ft 
“Then among them first spake the Father of gods and men 
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‘ Alas ' I see the man whom I love chased round the wall, and 
my heart is woe foi Hector But come, give your counsel, Gods, 

and devise whether we shall save lnm fiom death,’ eto And 
him answered again the briglit-eyed goddess Athene ‘ 0 Father, 
lord of the blight lightning and the dark cloud, what a thing 
hast thou said ' A man that is a mortal, long ago doomed by 
fate, would’st thou release again from evil death 9 Do it but 
not all we other gods approve ’ ” 

253 The sons of Bor were Odm, Vili, and Ve They slew the 
giant Ymir, and with his body they filled up the ‘yawning void’ , 
of his flesh they made the earth, of his bones the rocks, of his hair 
the tiees, of his blood the sea His skull formed the vault of 
heaven, and his brains the clouds 

262 Muspel See note on Part ii , 1 224 

270 field of pirates is one of the Norse poetical expressions 
for the sea 

286 See note on Part i , 1 93 

307 And as in winter, etc Since Balder represents the 
summei sun or the warmth of summer, this simile is peculiarly 
appropriate, indeed one is tempted to think that this pait of the 
myth must have referred originally to the dripping thaw after 
the wmtei’s frost, which seems to promise a return of summer, 
though the fulfilment of the promise is often long deferred 

324 “ He was born and bred in Vanahenn, but the Yanir gave 
him as an hostage to the Gods and lie it was that set the Gods 
and the Vamr at one again ” ( Edda ) 

339 fastidious sprites It may be doubted whether ‘spntes’ 
is a word that can propeily he used of the Norse Gods , at least 
there is nothing very sprightly about them 

340 boor, ‘peasant.’ 

344 squeamish means properly ‘dizzy,’ ‘faint,’ from a woid 
that means ‘swimming m the head ’; hence it expresses distaste 
or disgust, ‘overnice,’ ‘fastidious ’ 

352 Cp the verses quoted m the Edda 
“ Thok will bewail 
with diy eyes 
Balder’s balefire 
Nor quick nor dead gam I 
by man’s son 

Let Hel hold what she has ” 

408 have any cause, u ‘if any have cause.’ 

412 fellow- sport of Lok, because both had perished helplessly 
by the contrivance of Lok So we say that a vessel v Inch is 
driven about steerless is the sport of the winds and sea 
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451. Forset, thy son. “Forseti is the son of Balder and 
Nanna he hath the hall in heaven hight Glitmr, ancl all that 
come to him with knotty lawsuits go away set at one again” 
[Edda). The same function is now performed by Balder for the 
spirits of the dead. 

466 As the spirits of the dead are feeble and shadowy, so are 
their quarrels and hates, compaied to those of the upper world 

470 function, that is to say, the duties of an office, the office 
of arbitrator m the disputes of the dead 

475 the fiery band, i e the sons of Muspel See note on 
Part ix , 1 224 

477 Fenris, See note on Part n , 11 206, 215 

478 the giant Rymer The Edda says that the giant Rymer 
shall steer the ship ISTagelfar, made of dead men’s nails, and so 
shall come and join m the war against the Gods 

479 the great serpent ‘ “ Midgardsworm, ” as he is called m 
the Edda, who lies at the bottom of ocean and surrounds the 
whole earth see note on Part ii , 1. 206 

492. Vidar, called the silent, is next m strength to Thor “He 
has a very thick shoe , on him the Gods have much trust m all 
straits ” 

Tyr is the War-god , he is one-handed, because when 
Penns was bound by the Gods, he laid Ins right hand m the 
mouth of the wolf, as a pledge that they would release him 
again This they afterwards lefused to do, and Fenris hit off 
the hand. He is the same as Tiw, after whom the third day of 
the week is named 

496. Compare Part ii , 1 5. 

501 it were, ‘ it would he ’ 

503 ff The poet attributes to Balder feelings which elsewhere 
he expresses in his own person see, for example, the Lines 
ivntlen m Kensington Gardens, 11. 21-28 

525 ff. Vidar and Vali, it is said, will survive the destruction, 
and also Thor’s two sons, who will bring with them his hammei , 
and these will be joined by Balder and Hoder They will talk 
over old tales and of that which has come to pass, and they will 
find m the grass those ‘ golden tables ’ which the Gods once had 
{Edda) 

527 ff “ The earth shoots up then from the sea, and it is 
green and fair, and the fields grow unsown ” [Edda) 

530 a seed of man Two of the sons of men, Lif and 
Leifdrasir, will have escaped destruction, and from them will 
spring again the races of the world 

556 Fain had he, i,e. 'gladly would he have ’ 

i 
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558 Then. The emphatic position seems meant to indicate 
that what was their poi tion then was not their final destiny, and 
the simile which follows implies that the image of the far-distant 
futuie and the blight new world spoken of by Baldei is meant 
to remain most eleaily befoie the mind This it is which 
corresponds to the “warmer lands and coasts that keep the 
sun” of the simile, and beside the anticipation of this the 
present bnghtness of Heaven is faint and pale, and the present 
gloom of Hell is of no account The point of the comparison does 
not he meiely m the yearning of Hermod to 30 m his lun, for 
that he would do equally by his return to Heaven 


SAINT BRAND AN 

The Voyage of Saint Brandan m search of the Earthly Paradise 
among the isles of the western ocean was a favouute subject of 
medieval legend, and every kind of travellers tale connected 
with the sea was introduced into it He is supposed to have 
lived m Ii eland, and to have voyaged northwards past the 
Hebrides into unknown seas He is said to have seen the soul of 
Judas on a wave-swept rook m the ocean, with a large stone for 
his seat and over his head a piece of cloth suspended, which 
partly protected him and partly added to his discomfort by 
flapping m his face This latter was a cloak which he once gave 
to a leper m charity ; but though he had pity on the lepei, he 
bought the cloak not with lus own money, but with that of 
Christ and the otbei apostles, whose purse he kept The stone 
was one which he had taken and put for a stepping-stone m a 
marshy place The moral is the same as we have heie, that no 
aot of goodness, however small, will go unrewarded The respite 
from hell-fire, however, is due in the legend not to any act of 
goodness, but to the mercy of our Lady, and it is more extensive 
than is represented m the poem. Arnold’s story is 111 this re- 
spect an improvement on the legend, and his introduction of the 
iceberg is highly effective. The poem was first published m 1867. 

2 The brotherhoods of saints, that is, the communities of 
monks in the island monasteries. 

5 ff Observe the completeness of the picture m this stanza 

11 hurtling The woid ‘hurtle’ is properly a frequentative 
of ‘ hurt,’ with the sense of dashing against Hence it is used 
of violent motion or clashing encounter 


THE NECKAN 

The ‘Nichus,’ ‘Necker , 5 or ‘Nek,’ is the water-spmt of 
Teutonic mythology, hence the modern German Ntxe Such 
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creatures were conceived to have special delight in music and 
song The popular idea about them was that, though doomed to 
perdition, they might under ceitam cn cum stances he saved In 
Grimm’s Teutonic Mythology we have the following story “ Two 
boys weie playing by the nverside , the Neck sat there touching 
Ins harp, and the children cried to him, £ What do you sit and 
play lieie for, Neck ’ You know you will never be saved.’ The 
Neck began to weep bitterly, threw his harp away, and sank to 
the bottom When the boys got home, they told their father 
what had happened The father, who was a priest, said, 'You 
have sinned against the Neck , go back and comfoit him, and 
tell him he ma.y be saved 5 When they returned to the river, 
the Neck sat on the bank, weeping and wailing The children 
said, ' Do not cry so, pool Neck , father says that your Redeemer 
livetli too ’ Then the Neck exclaimed joyfully, and played 
charmingly till long after sunset ” Grimm adds, “ I do not know 
that anywhere m our legends it is so pointedly expiessed how 
badly the heathen stand m need of the Christian religion, and 
how mildly it ought to meet them ” (Yol n , p 494, English 
translation) The idea of water-spirits wandering among men, 
and endeavouring to become one of them by intermarriage or 
otherwise, occius often m German tales 

This poem has undergone some interesting changes since it was 
first published in 1853 Two whole stanzas have been added, 
and they are those which most definitely strike the note of hope 
for the ‘lost sea-creature,’ viz the fourteenth, beginning, “But, 
lo, the staff it budded,” and the sixteenth, “He wept: ‘The 
earth hath kindness,’ ” etc. 

53 But, lo, the staff A similar incident occurs m the legend 
of Tannhauser, when the Pope declares the impossibility of the 
sinner obtaining paidon 

55 ruth, i e ‘pity,’ ‘mercy ’ 

59 But Neckan, etc There is perhaps some inconsistency 
between the new stanzas and the old after the assurance of 
salvation given by the miracle of the budding staff, the grief 
ought to have been abated 


THE FORSAKEN MERMAN 

In this poem, published m 1849, the same idea occurs as m the 
last, of sea-creatures who intermarry with mortals and complain 
of the hard-heartedness of their human mates, from whom they 
are separated by barriers of religion It is the gem of these 
shorter narrative poems, admirable for its simple pathos as well 
as for the picturesqueness of the descriptions 
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37, the spent lights the lights are famtei down below and 
broken up into many quivering rays by the movement of the 
water 

40 ooze, propei ly ‘moisture,’ but it is especially used for the 
soft mud at the bottom of deep water 
42 bask The word means originally to ‘bathe oneself,’ 
being a reflexive form of ‘ bathe ’ ; hence it is used of bathing m 
the sunshine Here the sense is, of course, the usual one of 
basking m the sun, 

68 We went up the beach, etc The original Teutonic idea of 
a sea spirit does not include the notion of a fish-like form, and 
consequently Mermen and Mermaids (but they are commonly 
conceived as male) can, and often do, come on shore and associate 
with men. 

96 Till the spindle drops. The first edition had by an ovei- 
sigbt, “Till the shuttle falls,” as if the work had been weaving 
116 We shall see, etc Note the picturesque quality of these 
four lines 

133. hie, 1 hasten ’ 


SONNETS 

The construction of Arnold’s later sonnets is, for the most 
part, regular , that is, they usually have a pause and a ‘ turn ’ 
after the first eight lines, as is usual m those English sonnets 
which are not of the Shakespenan form This rule, however, 
which was not recognized at all m his earlier sonnets, is never 
very rigidly kept, and in the first of these which follow', the turn 
is not till after the eleventh line The rhyming is generally on the 
same system as we have it m this first sonnet, but the last six 
lines are subject to variation m this respect These sonnets were 
published in 1867 


AUSTERITY OP POETRY. 

1. That son of Italy Giacopone di Todi, a saint as well as a 
poet He was converted to the religious life on the occasion of 
the death of his wife, and joined the order of St Francis His 
leligious poems, though written m a rude style, have much 
energy and fervoiu He died m 1306 
7 gauds, ‘ornaments,’ or, more particularly, ‘jewels’ The 
words ‘joy’ and ‘ jewel’ are also derived by a different channel 
from the Latin gaudiim 
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13 a hidden, ground Of thought, etc That is, however bright 
and beautiful the spmt of poetry may appear to the outer 
woild, for the poets themselves it ought to have also a severe 
aspect, and to suggest not enjoyment only, but chastening thought 
and self-denying labour 


A PICTURE AT NEWSTEAD 

Newstead Abbey m Nottinghamshire was the ancient seat 
of the Byron family, but was sold by Lord Byron the poet, 
after vehement piotestations that nothing should induce linn to 
part with it 

3 his Titan-agony, h d dh I in 1 as it were, with the 
foices by which lie felt i>"n • H jijn I, a struggle of passion 
against law, like the war of the Titans with the newer race of 
Gods Compare the lines m Arnold’s llemoi ml Venes, where 
speaking of Byron he says 

“ With slnvenng heart the strife we saw 
Of passion with eternal law , 

And yet with reverential awe 
Wo watch’d the fount of fiery life 
Which seived for that Titanic stufe ” 

C. flicker’d the metaphor is fiom an expiring lamp. 


WORLDLY PLACE 

Marcus Auielius Antoninus, emperor from 161 to 180 ad, a, 
Stoic of singularly pure and bright charactei His Meditations 
aio distinguished by fineness of moral perception and intense 
p tactical earnestness In many respects the philosophy of 
Matthew Arnold’s poems is neai akm to that of the Mediia,tions j 
and here he takes a text from Marcus Auielius and bases upon 
it one of his most chaiacteristio maxims. 

13 There were, i e ‘ There would be ’ 

14 Cp Self-Dependence, 1 31 f • 

ct Resolve to be thyself , and know that he, 

Who finds lumseli, loses his misery 1 ” 


THE BETTER PART 

1 . boundless hopes, that is, the hopes of immortality and ever- 
lasting reward for well-doing 
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2 spurn’st, ‘rejectest’ ; properly to f spurn’ is to lock against 
12 the inward judge) i e the consciousness of right and wrong 
m our own hearts 


THE GOOD SHEPHERD WITH THE KID 

Tertullian, moved by his intense feeling against the growing 
woildlmess of the Chuich, became at last a Montamst, and, 
among other doctrines of that sect, proclaimed that sins com- 
mitted after baptism could not be forgiven The sect was 
founded by one Montanus, at Ardaban m Phrygia, and claimed 
to be guided by a new and special outpouring of the Spirit 
The Montamsts demanded a stricter standard of morality, more 
fasting, the prohibition of second marriages, and a complete 
separation of Christianity from the world. In paiticular, they 
would have excluded fiom the Church all who were guilty of 
moi tal sm 

10 eye suffused, that is, with eyesight dimmed by using tears 

11 where she hid, etc The Catacombs, originally formed as 
Christian burial-places, and not apparently with any intention 
of seciecy, did no doubt m many cases become a refuge for the 
members of the Church m times of persecution, and precautions 
weie then taken to conceal the entrances to them and baffle the 
search of the pursuers. 

13 The favouiite form undei which we find Christ represented 
m the Catacombs is that of the Good Shepheid, and it may be 
that the animal which be bears on bis shoulders is in some cases 
more like a kid than a lamb 


MONICA’S LAST PRAYER 

The reference here is to a passage of the Confessions of St. 
Augustine, which is sufficiently interesting to be worth quoting 
nearly m full, though it forms rather a long commentary foi a 
sonnet 

Augustine relates how, when about to embark for Africa 
with his mother Monica, she was taken ill at Ostia, and tlieie 
died “She fell sick,” he says, “of a fever, and m that sick- 
ness one day she fell into a swoon and was for a while 
withdrawn from these visible things. We hastened round her ; 
but she was soon bi ought back to her senses, and looking on me 
and my brother standing by her, said to us enquiringly, * Where 
was 1’’ And then looking fixedly on us with gnef amazed, 
‘Heie,’ saith she, ‘shall you bury your mother’ I held my 
peace and refrained weeping ; but my brother spake something, 
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wishing for her as the liappiei lot, that she might chc not m a 
stiange place, but in her own land Whereat she with anxious 
look, checking linn v ith her eyes, foi that he still savoured such 
things, and then looking upon me, ‘ Behold,’ saith she, ‘ what he 
saitli 1 ’ and soon after tons both, ‘Lay,’ she saith, ‘this body 
anywhere , let not the care for that any way disquiet yon this 
only I request, that you would remember me at the Lord’s altar, 
wheievei you be ’ 

“But I, considering Thy gifts, Thou unseen God, did 
lejoice and give thanks to Thee, recalling what I before knew, 
how caieful and anxious she had ever been as to her place of 
bunal, which she had provided and prepared for herself by the 
body of her husband. For because they had lived m great 
harmony together, she also wished to have this addition 
to her happiness, and to have it remembered among men, that 
after hei pilgrimage beyond the seas, what was earthly of this 
united pair had been peimitted to be united beneath the same 
earth I heaid afterwards also, that when we were now 
at Ostia, she . one day discoursed with certain of my fnends 
about the contempt of this life and the blessing of death ; and when 
they asked whether she were not afraid to have her body 
so far fiom hei own city, sheieplied, ‘Nothing is fai to God, 
nor is it to be feared lest at the end of the world He should 
not lecognise whence to raise me up’” ( Confessions of St 
Augustine, ix. 11, quoted from the translation m the Lifoaiy 
of the Fathers). 


LYEIO POEMS 

THE STRAYED REVELLER 

An extract is here given fiom the lync poem which gave its 
name to the first anonymous volume of Arnold’s poems, published 
m 1849 The passage selected is admnable for the vivid 
pictmesqueness of its descriptions The ‘Youth’ of the poem, 
one of the rout of Bacchus, who has drunk of Circe’s magic cup, 
tells Ulysses what he has learnt from Silenus, how the Gods 
behold with indifference all that passes on the earth, regaidmg 
it meiely as a spectacle, while the bards to whom the Gods give 
vision, behold also, but are compelled to suffer with those whose 
labours they sec The poem is m a loose metie ^ without rhyme 
and less regular than that of Rugby Chapel, Heine's Grave, etc 
Here the verse has sometimes two accents and sometimes more, 
and the transition is at tunes lather sudden from a tiochaic or 
dactylic measure to a regular iambic verse, e.g. 11. 33-52, 
94-105, etc. 
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6 Tiresias the blind prophet of Thebes The Asopns is a 
river of Bceotia running at a distance of some few miles from 
Thebes 

16 Pelion, a mountain m Thessaly supposed to be the abode 
of the Centaurs 

34 on the wide stepp The description is apparently mean 
for the plains m the southern part of Russia, as they may once 
have been. 

37 bread The Scythian, being a nomad, would baldly 
have biead, unless he found the corn growing wild 

50 rain-blear d, ‘ stained and blurred with ram ’ 

54 Chorasmian stream • that is the Oxus, flowing through 
the land of the people anciently called Chorasnuans, into the Sea 
of Aral It is called * clay-laden ’ because of its turbid, yellow 
wateis There is a fine description of the Oxus m the concluding 
lines of Soh ab and Rustum 

77. The Happy Islands, i e. the Islands of the Blest, to which 
heroes pass after their toils m life are over 

89 f His foreboding is of the fate of his country, and because 
of it he is scorned m his old age by those who have been 
formerly saved by Ins counsels 

91 Hera’s anger was because when appointed to arbitrate m a 
dispute between Zeus and Hera ho decided m favour of Zeus 
In revenge for this Hera is said to have struck lum with blind- 
ness but Zeus gave him the gift of prophecy and prolonged his 
life for seven generations 

95 then they feel, etc It is said that at the marriage-feast 
of Pemthous, one of the Lapithee, an intoxicated Centaur 
attempted to carry off the bride Hippodameu, and this led to the 
celebiated fight of the Contains and Lapitlue, m which the 
Centaurs were defeated and driven out of then land Theseus, 
the friend of Peirithous, fought on the side of the Lapitlue 

102 Alcmena’s dreadful son Heracles, whose fight with the 
Centaurs is sometimes brought into connection with that men- 
tioned above, 

108 ff their skiff, . Their melon-harvest. The bards identify 
themselves with the subjects of their song , sympathy is the law 
of their vision what the Indian, the Scythian, the merchants 
on the Oxus suffer, they too must suffer It is their boat winch 
is nearly overset in the sudden squall, their melon-harvest which 
the worms have gnawn, their bodies which are parched by the 
frost on the bare steppe, their treasure which is earned away by 
robbers or extorted from them by greedy kings ; and they must 
feel the past toils of the heroes before they can celebrate their 
rest. 
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128 Seven-gated. Thebes that is, Thebes m Bceotia In the 
wai of the Seven against Thebes each gate is attacked by a 
several chief The older Egyptian Thebes had a hundred gates. 

180 Argo the ship m which the Argonauts sailed for the 
golden fleece 


SELF -DECEPTION 

With this poem should be compared that entitled Revolutions 
Here the poet deals with the powers of the individual, and ends 
almost m do.span of any real achievement , theie with the lace, 
and looking back acknowledges much aheacly achieved m the 
past, while m the futuie God’s perfect order may at last be 
attained This poem, which was included in the volume of 
1852, much resembles some of Schillei’s m both rhythm and 
style The idea is that we aie blinded and deceived, supposing 
that we possess powers we do not possess, because gifts have 
been given to us not m full but as it were m mere shreds and 
fragments, so that we feel poweis stirring within us of which 
after all we can make no real use 

12 Staved us back, ‘ kept us back as with a staff * 


DOVER BEACH 

A fine expression of the feeling that all is really vam that the 
woild lias to oflei, that heie we have neither joy nor peace, and 
yet that to be true m love to one anothei may be after all some 
help in the confusion and darkness The subdued tones both of 
light and sound, which the poet piefers, are veiy noticeable here 
The poem was published m 1867 

8 moon-blanch’d land Cp Scholar-Gipsy , 1 9, 

“ the strips of moon-blanch’d green,” 
and A Summer Night, 1. 1, 

“ In the deserted moon-blanch’d street ” 

15 Sophocles long ago, etc The reference is piobably to the 
chorus in the Antigone beginning EtiScdg ores, own. kukQv, and 
especially to 11 583-588, wdiere the evil coming upon a doomed 
house is compared to the gathering of a storm on the sea “ As 
the swelling wave, when driven by Thracian sea-blasts it rushes 
over the gloom which lies beneath the sea, rolls up the dark 
shingle from the depth, and the beach on which it breaks re- 
sounds with a stormy moan.” 
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24 Compaie Obennann Once More, wheie, speaking of early 
faith departing, lie says 

“ But slow that tide of common thought, 

Which bathed our life, retired , 

Slow, slow the old woilcl woie to nought, 

And pulse by pulse expired ” 


THE LORD’S MESSENGERS 

We must suppose that the messengers aie those among men who 
seem specially to stave m the cause of righteousness and peace 
Of these but few can feel that they have really accomplished the 
work wlucli they had to do Cp Rugby Chapel, 162 ff 

15 as prisoners, draw breath, t e live, but m captivity to the 
powers of e\il 

16 ff are cross’d By a pitiless arrow of Death that is, an 
arrow of Death crosses their path and stakes them 


THE YOUTH OE NATURE 

This poem, first published in 1852, has refer ence especially to 
the death of Wordsworth The poet and priest of Natiue is 
dead, yet Nature herself is as lovely and fiesli as of old , and our 
mourning and the darkening of oui eyes is rebuked by the voice 
of Nature heiself, who reminds us that the singer is less than his 
themes, and that though man, race after race, may pretend to 
read her secret, yet the gleam of her skies, the moan of hei seas 
and the voice of her hills is still unuttered 

With the references to Wordsworth may be compared the 
Memorial Ferns on the death of Wordsworth, among the elegiac 
poems of Arnold 

“ He found us when the age had bound 
Our souls in its benumbing round ; 

He spoke, and loosed our heait m tears 
He laid us as we lay at birth 
On the cool flowery lap of earth, 

Smiles broke from us and we had ease , 

The hills were lound us, and the breeze 
Went o’ei the sun-lit fields again , 

Our foreheads felt the wind and ram 
Our youth returned , for theie was shed 
On spirits that had long been dead, 

Spirits dried up and closely furl’d, 

The freshness of the early world. 
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Keep fiesli the glass upon his giave, 

0 Rotha, with thy living w ave 1 
Sing lnm thy best 1 for few oi none 
Hears thy voice right, now he is gone ” 

2 The lake might be either Ry dal W ater oi Grasmere, but moi e 
piobably the former, because Grasmere with the grave of Words- 
worth is in the shadow, while the lake heie is m full moonlight. 

4 sheen, ‘brightness,’ used especially of a smooth glistening 
surface 

8 Rydal and Fairfield. Fairfield is a large grassy mountain 
about 2800 feet high, which lies m a kind of horse-shoe curve on 
the noitli side of Rydal Watei ‘ Rydal ’ here is, no doubt, Rydal 
Fell, a part of Fairfield, not the lake Wordsworth lived, at 
Rydal Mount just above the lake, and is buried at Grasmere, 
within a short distance 

15 The Pillar is a lemarkable isolated lock, which rises on the 
flank of the mountain called from it Pillar Mountain, on the 
south side of Ennerdale m Cumbeiland The poem by Words- 
worth called The Brothers has its scene laid m Ennerdale, and its 
story is connected with the Pillar rock 

“You see yon piecipice , — it weais the shape 
Of a vast building made of many crags , 

And in the midst is one particular rock, 

That uses like a column from the vale, 

Whence by our shepherds it is called The Pillar. 

Woidsworth, TheBiolheis 

17. Egremont a village near the sea coast to the west of the 
Lake country, situated on the stieam which flows down fiom 
Enneidale Wordsworth wrote a poem, called The Horn of 
Bfji emont Castle, on a tradition connected with the Lucie family, 
who had their residence there, but the reference here is piob- 
ably still to The Brothers , where Egi emont is mentioned more 
than once 

IS The gleam of The Evening Star. The allusion is to Words- 
worth’s poem of Michael, wheie the shepherd’s cottage is described 
as placed on rising ground near Grasmere, whence it could be 
seen fiom the village and the neighbourmg dales. 

“ And from this constant light, so regular 
And so far seen, the house itself, by all 
Who dwelt within the limits of the vale, 

Both old and young, was named The Evening Star ” 
The sheepfold is that which Michael worked at building during 
bis son’s absence, “and left unfinished when he died” The 
poem ends thus • 

* ‘ The cottage which was named The Evening Star 
Is gone — the ploughshare has been through the ground 
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On which it stood ; gieat changes have been wrought 
In all the i> i M- ml' d —yet the oak is left 
That gieu i» i I n, i , and the remains 
Of the unfinished sheep-fold may be seen 
Beside the boisterous brook of Green-head Gliyll 15 

23 the Quantock coombs Here the i eference is to the poem 
of Ruth Ruth m hei madness came, we are told, to the banks 
of the Tone neai the Quantock Hills in Somersetshire, and there 
dwelt in the woods, 

“ Setting hei little watei -nulls 
By spouts and fountains wild,” 

and cheering her loneliness with a flute made of a hemlock stalk 
‘ Coombs’ are small valleys running up mto the hills The word is 
Celtic, and is used in the West of England and m Wales 

28 If Wordsworth was born m 1770, and died in 1850. In 
lus youth he had been carried away by the enthusiasm for 
liberty and fraternity which expressed itself m the earlier 
movement of the French Revolution Then by tlie later ex- 
cesses, and by the military despotism which sprang from it, he 
was led to change his opinions about government, and to become 
politically a ‘ Conservative 5 During the last twenty years of 
Ins life he saw the “ dissolving throes ” of the social or del which 
existed m England m his youth, in the movements which led to 
the Reform Act, the Repeal of the Corn Laws, and many other 
Liberal measures 

31 dissolving tbroes The word ‘throes 5 means pioperly 
‘pangs 5 or ‘sufferings, 5 but it has come to he associated usually 
with the pains of birth , so that it here suggests the idea of the 
dissolution of one social order m giving birth to another 

34 the Theban seer, % e Tiresias, the blind prophet, who, 
having assisted the Thebans by his counsel foi several geneia- 
tions, was at length captmed with his native city by the sons of 
the seven chiefs who had formeily been repulsed from Thebes, 
and drinking of the spring of Tilphusa as he was led away, sank 
down and died 

37. Copais is an extensive lake ten miles to the noith-west of 
Thebes The range of Helicon lies to the south of the lake, and 
Parnassus is fifteen or twenty miles to the westward, rising to a 
height of about 8000 feet 

54 the wonder and bloom of the World that is, tlie freshness 
and beauty of Nature, which he caused men to see with lus eyes 
and to rejoice m 

56. the fruit-bearing day of his race • that is, the age which 
produced the gieat race of poets of the early years of the present 
century, among whom Wordsworth, Byron and Shelley were 
the three most illustrious. 



THE YOUTH OF NATURE 


141 


72 ‘ Like stars which can be seen only through the telescope 
of the astionomer, and by most of us are un discerned ’ 

77. the Mighty Mother Rhea or Cybele, closely connected 
with the Earth Goddess, and representing the productive powers 
of Nature 

103 ff ‘Man knows not and cannot express the mysteries of his 
own being how then can he know and express those of Nature’’ 


PALLADIUM 

This poem was published m 1867 The Palladium was an 
image or symbol of Pallas kept m a temple at Troy, on which 
the safety of the city was supposed to depend Odysseus and 
Diomedes undertook to carry it off, and by the connivance of the 
priest they succeeded 

1 Simois was one of the rivers which ran through the plains 
of Troy, the other being Xanthus or Scamander, mentioned m 
1 14 

3 Ilium was the citadel, or, as here, the city, of Troy. Hec- 
tor is taken as the highest embodiment of the fighting power of 
Troy 

5 ff The peaceful ram of the sunlight and the moonlight on 
the columns of the temple, standing far away m its seques- 
tered glen, is contrasted with the violence of the waves of fight 
below 

IS blind hopes and blind despairs because both hopes and 
despans refer to objects which are not m truth the highest, 
though to us they seem so 

22 a ruling effluence ‘ Effluence ’ is properly that which flows 
from something here, as qualified by * ruling,’ it combines this 
idea with that of ‘influence,’ that which flows upon something 
and exercises power ovei it 

The high ideal must not altogether be lost, though it may be 
forgotten for a tune If it fails altogether, our life will necessarily 
be fruitless of all real good Compare with this poem that which 
is called Morality 


REVOLUTIONS 

Compare with this the poem called Self-Deception There the 

S ifts of the individual are represented as so imperfect that it is 
oubtful whether any good can be attained here, since the race 
is m view rather than the individual, and since the defects of 
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one man aie to some extent supplied by others, there is more 
hope of the ultimate attainment of the end The poem was first 
published in 1852 

8 something was made The word 1 Greece 5 may be taken to 
lepresent the highest development of plastic art and of literary 
form, ‘ Rome ’ that of law and government, 1 England ’ of political 
freedom firmly based, ‘ France’ of universal ideas of equality and 
fraternity 


SELE-DEPENDENCE. 

The idea of the permanence and calm of nature as opposed to 
the restless fever of human life is one which appears constantly 
m Arnold’s poems Compare the opening sonnet Quiet Wot k, The 
Youth of Nature, Lines Written m Kensington Gardens, and 
Thyrsis This poem was published in the volume of 1852 
31 f Compare Empedocles on Etna 

“ Once read thy own breast right, 

And thou hast clone with feais ” 


MORALITY. 

This poem was first published in 1852 Compare with it the 
poem called Palladium 

1 ff, The true value and meaning of the daily i outine of duty 
has never been better expressed than in this opening stanza 
We cannot always stir up enthusiasm , our hearts will at times 
be hard and dry, and love may fail, but the resolves which have 
been made m moments of spiritual fire and insight can be kept 
when darkness and coldness have gathered round us, at times 
when we scarcely know to what our work is tending 

13 when the clouds are off the soul that is, m those moments 
of brightness, 

“ When love is an unerring light 
And joy its own security ” 

Wordsworth, Ode to Duty. 

Nature herself then guides us to that which is highest, and 
struggles are no longer needed 

19. whose censure thou dost dread, because of the contrast be- 
tween the human struggle to fulfil a task and the free cheerful 
air with which Nature performs her work 

24 ff Compare the sonnet In Harmony with Nature • 

“ Know, man hath all that Nature hath and more. 

And in that more lie all his hopes of good.” 
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31 , gauge, ‘measure ’ Nature was not yet confined by the 
measurement imposed upon hei by time or the limits laid clown 
for her by spare 


LINES WRITTEN IN KENSINGTON GARDENS. 

This poem was first published in 1852, and then not until 
1867. 

1 A ‘ glade ’ is an open space in a wood. Thu word is con- 
nected with ‘glad,’ meaning piopeily, ‘ bright.’ 

4. plack-crown’d, because of the mass of dark foliage at the 
top. 

red-holed, i.c, with red trunks, such as large pine-trees 
often have ‘Bole ’means ‘trunk’ or ‘stem,’ from its lound- 
ness 

6. girdling, ‘ surrounding.’ 

8. Observe the expressive rhythm ot the lino 

24 Tan was the god of the country and of flocks 

25, on men’s Impious uproar hurl’d, i e when compelled to he 
With those whoso life is a turmoil of unholy contention. 

28. keeps, ‘ dwells.’ 

39. a peace of thine This is not, of course, the peace of the 
lural quietness, for that can bo marred by man at any moment, 
but the inner peace of tho soul amid outward strife, of which the 
peacefulness of tins glade in tho midst of the city’s uproar is a 
typo. 


CADMUS AND HARMONIA 

This is from tho .li ■■inui i> |»» m rmpedocks on Etna, published 
in 1852, but almost «i t,u. . \\ii i.dr-.ui,, and not republished until 
1867 The author in fact was dissatisfied with it, not, as he 
takes care to explain, becauso it deals with a clasMit.il sulpeer, 
but because being m dramatic form if ought, ho> com ei\ oil, lo 
have dramatic action. It is, however, m itself a fine poem and 
well deserved to he republished The author himself chose tins 
lyric and tho Apollo Mil mg dm, which follows, for separate 
publication. 

Zeus is said to have given Harmon i a tc 
Thebes, as his wife, and all the gods i 
marriage. When Cadmus at length roaigw 
Thebes, he wont to Illyria, and finally he 
changed by tho gods mto serpents. The 


! Cadmus, founder oi 
v ere pi esent at the 
ed the government of 
and Harmonia were 
calamities of Thebes 
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were a favoiuite subject of Greek drama, so that Milton, enume- 
rating the subjects of tragedy, speaks of it as 

“ Presenting Thebes, or Pelops’ line, 

Or the tale of Troy divine ” 

14 Where the Sphinx lived that is, on a rock near Tliebes 
16 the Ismenus is the little river on which Thebes stands 


APOLLO MUSAGETES 

This lyric, like the preceding, is from Empedocles on Etna , of 
which it is the conclusion ‘ Apollo Musagetes ’ is ‘Apollo, 
leader of the Muses,’ a chaiacter m which we sometimes find 
him represented m Greek statues, with a long flowing robe and 
playing with both hands upon the lyre suspended from his neck. 

5 Not here The scene changes from Etna to Helicon, and so 
continues to the end 

7, Helicon is a mountain m the south of Bceotia, sacred to Apollo 
and the Muses Thisbe was a small town in the valley on the 
southern side The ridge runs down at its western extienuty to 
the Coiinthian Gulf. Note the punctuation of these lines. 

30 the Nine, i e the Muses 

38. In the spring The r r \ . . , . ( |, »..d Hippocrene, 

on the slopes of Helicon, ■> < . i i n. m .. 

47 f Note the antithesis between ‘ rest ’ and ‘ action ’ 

50 the palm, that is, the reward of strife, the palm as emblem 
of victory 


ELEG-IAO POEMS. 

THE SCHOLAR-GIPSY. 

This poem was first published in 1853 The subject was sug- 
gested by a passage in GlanviPs Vanity of Dogmatizing, a small 
octavo, dated 1661, which is quoted m a shortened form by the 
author in his notes This passage it is worth while to give in 
full 

Glanvil is setting forth the idea that one man might be 
able to determine the thoughts of another by the power of the 
Imagination This, he says, “will be reckon’d m the first 
rank of Impossibles yet by the power of advanc’d Imagination 
it may very probably be effected, and story abounds with 
instances lie trouble the reader but with one ; and the hands 
from which I had it make me secure of the truth on’t There was 
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very lately a Lad m the University of Oxford, who being of very 
pregnant and ready parts, and yet wanting the encouragement 
of pieforment, was by his poverty forc’d to leave his studies 
there and to cast liunself upon the wide world foi a lively- 
hood Now his necessities growing dayly on him, and wanting 
the help of friends to relieve him, he was at last foiced to joyn 
himself to a company of Vagabond Gypsies, whom occasionly 
he met with, and to follow their Trade for a maintenance 
Among these extravagant people, by the insinuating subtilty of 
his carnage he quickly got so much of their love and esteem, as 
that they discover’d to linn tlieir Mystery ; m the practice of 
which, by the piegnaney of Ins wit and paits, he soon giew so 
good a piofieient as to be able to out-do his Instruct ours After 
he had been a pretty while well instructed m the Tiade, there 
chanc’d to nde by a couple of Scholars, who had formeily bin of 
his acquaintance Tlie Scholars had quickly spyed out their old 

friend among the Gypsies , and then i. . i.n,, , 

such society had well-nigh discovei’d I m l., > i I., p,,’ 

vented their owning lnm before that Crew and taking one of them 
aside privately, desired linn with his friend to go to an Inn not far 
distant thence, promising there to come to them They accord- 
ingly went thitlici, and lie follows. Aftei their first salutations 
Ins friends enquire how he came to lead so odd a life as that was, 
and to pyn himself with sueb i b ■■■■. 1 . . il, .1 \ 

The Scholar-Gypsy, having giv< i' 1 1, 1 ,. , hi , ,im mi Uj 

which diove him to that kind of life, told them that the people lie 
went with wore not such Impostouis as they were taken for, but 
that they had a tiuditional kind of learning among them, and could 
do wondeis by tho power of Imagination, and that himself had 
learnt much of their Art, and improved it further then them- 
selves could And to evince the liuth of what he told them, he 


said he’d remove into another room, leaving them to discourse 
togethei , and upon Ins return tell them the sum of what they 
had talked of . which accordingly he perform’d, giving them a 
full account of what had pass’d between them 111 his absence. 
The Scholars being amaz’d at so unexpected a discoveiy, earnestly 
desir’d him to unmldle the mystery In which he gave them 
satisfaction by telling them that what he did was by the power of 

T 1 1 .. l.i. Pliancy banding theirs, and that himself had 

I- 1 .1 l 1 ih m tho discourse they held together, while he was 
from them that there were warrantable wayes of heightening 
the Imagination to that pitch astobindanothei’s, and that when 
ho had compass’d the wliolo secret, some parts of which he said 
he was yet ignorant of, ho intended to leave their company, and 
give the world an account of what he had learned” (pp 196-198). 

Arnold very naturally shrank from inflicting so long a citation 
upon his readers of 1858, but the passage as now given at length 
is both interesting m itself and adds points of illustration for 


K 
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the poem. We see on the one hand the original of the ‘ pregnant 
parts ’ of 1 34, of the suggestion about ‘ preferment ’ in 1 35, 
and above all of the title of the piece, The Scholar-Gipsy On 
the other hand we find that the ‘ heaven-sent moment 5 which 
was to he awaited, the ‘spark from heaven’ which should at 
some time fall, and the supposed popular legend that the lost 
scholar still strayed about the fields and hills near Oxford, are 
all due to the poet, whose imagination has greatly nnpioved 
upon Glanvil’s hint Before leaving Glanvil we may observe 
that he was perhaps congenial to Matthew Arnold’s mood 
because of his tendency to look beyond the vulgar controversies 
of his day and to seek for sources of illumination from new 
quarters In his book on the ‘ Pi eexistence of Souls’ called Lux 
Onentalis, published 1662, he says (p 34) “And since our 
enquiries are benighted m the West, let us look towards the East, 
from whence ’tis likely the desired light may display itself and 
cliase away the darknesse that covers the face of those theories ” 
s/ This poem and the succeeding one aie m the form of pastoral 
elegies localized in the country to the west of Oxford By 
virtue of them Matthew Arnold may claim to have done on a 
small scale for this little piece of English ruial scenery some- 
thing like that which Wordsworth did for the Lake country He 
has “lent a new life to these lulls,” and has made Cumner and 
Wychwood, Hmksey and Bagley Wood, Godstow and Bablock 
Hythe classic names even for those to whom Oxfoid and its 
country are unknown, while for successive generations of Oxford 
men Matthew Arnold’s two pastorals have been hist a revelation 
of rural beauty and charm which they might otherwise have 
passed by unnoticed, and afterwards a treasury of picturesque 
and poetical memories Hardly any other locality indeed could 
have awakened the same kind of interest 
It is trim that m the hands of Arnold the pastoral elegy is not 
a mere idyll The fount is adopted not merely because it is 
picturesque, but as the most effective means of expressing the 
thought Yet we must remember that with Arnold the influence 
pf locality is always strong ; whether it be Switzerland or 
[London, the Lake country or Oxford, impressions of place have 
always much to do with his methods of poetical conception In 
this case the tranquillity of the rural life and the comparative 
permanence of its features as compared with those of “each 
spot man makes or fills,” is a guarantee to him that the clear 
aim and the unconquerable hope of his Scholai -Gipsy still live 
m the world, and the peacefulness of these loved hills is con- 
trasted with the feverish life from which not even “that sweet 
city with her di earning spires ” is altogether free, the life of 
turmoil and controversy, of knocking at preferment’s door, 
successfully or m vam, of half -beliefs and casual creeds, of vague 
resolves never fulfilled, of insight which has never borne fruit m 
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deeds To those who object to the artificiality of pastoial 
poetry it may fairly be leplied that m the Scholar-Gipsy at least 
there is little or nothing of this fault The shepherd is a real 
shepherd and does nothing that a shepherd ought not to do, 
and the landscape is used truthfully and beautifully as a setting 
for the reflections 

The ten-line stanza of these two poems is an unusual one It 
consists of a sextett rhyming a b cb c a, the last line being 
shorter than the rest by two accents, and a quatrain rhyming 
deed 

2 the wattled cotes the sheep-cotes made of hurdles of osieis 
interwoven, within which the sheep aie confined during a part 
of the day and then let out into the pasture The scene is not 
indicated precisely, but it is on one of the tracts of rising ground 
about Oxfoid, probably some part of the 1 Cumner range 1 

3 wistful, ‘ eager,’ originally a variation of ‘ wishful ’ 

4 rack, ‘ strain 5 (with shouting) 

10 the quest that is the seaich after the ‘Scholar-Gipsy,’ 
who was said by popular rumoui still to haunt these hills and 
fields cp 11. 62 f 

‘ * And I myself seem half to know thy looks 

And put the shephei ds, wanderer ' on thy trace ” 

21 o’er the high, half-reap’d field, that is, lying above it, m 
the topmost corner of a sloping cornfield 

31 Glanvil’s hook See the introduction to this poem < 

34 pregnant parts a phrase from Glanvil, “being of very 
pregnant and leady parts.” The epithet * pregnant ’ points to 
something original and productive m his abilities 

35 knocking at preferment’s door that is, endeavouring to 
wm promotion, a fellowship or a living, by his talents 

50. heaven-sent moments m the original edition ‘happy 
moments ’ 

53 ff. With this description of the Scholar-Gipsy and bis 
haunts may be compared that of the pensive student of Nature 
m Gray’s Elegy, of which peihaps Arnold was thinking when he 
conceived himself as making inquiry of the shepherds after his 
Scholar • 

“ If chance, by lonely Contemplation led, 

Some kindred spmt shall inquire thy fate — 

“ Haply some hoary-headed swain may say, 

Oft have we seen him at the peep of dawn 
Brushing with hasty steps the dews away, 

To meet the sun upon the upland lawn 
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“ There at the foot of yonder nodding beech, 

That wreathes its old fantastic roots so high, 

His listless length at noon-tide would he stietch 
And pore upon the brook that babbles by 


“ One mom I miss’d him on the custom’d hill, 

Along the heath and near his favourite tree, ” etc, 

57 the Hurst that is Cuniner (or Chawley) Hurst, a conspicu- 
ous eminence crowned with trees, an elm and seven firs (there 
were once more), which forms the northern part of the low range 
called m 1 69 “the Cumner lulls,” running southwards fiom 
somewhere about the hamlet of Botley to the end of Boars Hill, 
at a distance of about two miles to the south-west of Oxford 

58 the Berkshire moors are, it may be supposed, simply the 
Beikshire downs, the only ground that can be called ‘moor’ m 
a strict sense lies on the slopes of the hills above mentioned, 
which are indeed m Berkshire, but hardly secluded enough to 
suit the present passage 

59 ingle-bench, the seat by the fire-side The word ‘ ingle ’ 
is Celtic (pei haps bon owed from Latin igniculus) and means fire, 
so the ‘ ingle-nook ’ is the chunney-coi ner 

69 green-muffled that is, enveloped m gieen foliage 
74. Bab-lock-hithe, a ferry over the Thames, some five or 
six miles from Oxford, by which rideis who had gone out by the 
Witney Road, crossing the bridge near Ensham, might return by 
another way, making a circuit of about sixteen miles There is 
no bridge over the river between Newbridge and Swinford budge 
near Ensham, a distance of nearly seven miles 
76 chops round m the first edition, “ swings round ” The 
meaning is the same, the idea being that the punt makes a bend 
down the stream as it ciosses, and is pulled round m a cuive by 
the loose rope attached to it. The expression ‘ chop round ’ is 
used especially of the wind changing its direction, or of vessels 
turning with wind , to ‘ chop ’ is properly to change 
79 shy, that is, ‘retired ’ , so in 1 70 

Wychwood bowers originally “woodland bowers” The 
substitution is a very happy one, giving definiteness to the de- 
scription and introducing a name ' h i 1 , h i ■ !> i Mm >> ( i ■ 1 

Wyclnwood forest is about ten. m I- I -nd IbU I. lljU.- 
83 the Fyfield elm This is an elm tree, which stands not 
exactly at Fyfield, but at the hamlet of Tubney, on a piece of 
turf by the roadside, just where the roads from Oxford and from 
Abingdon join It was once remarkable foi its vast size, and 
was a landmark for all the countryside ; but some five yeais ago, 
the branches having begun to break off, it was judged to be 
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dangerous to passers by, and was cut down to a height, of some 
thirty feet The tt unk and the lower part of the arms which 
spring from it lemani, to testify to its former greatness The 
trunk, at a height of six feet fiom the giound, is about 28 feet m 
girth It does not appeal that anyone danees round it inJMay_ _ 
the EyH 1 1 .Hi . 1 i . it dance round anything at that season, 

and it in pi 1 1 ii i iii whether maidens fi om distant hamlets 
ever did so ; but it is baldly fan to bring a pastoral poem strictly- 
to the test of facts. 

91 Godstow Bridge, over the Thames between Wolveicote and 
Wytham, about two miles above Oxford, near the rums of God- 
stow Nunnery. 

92 Compare Tennyson, Get amt and Enid , 1 252 

“ And watch’d the sun blaze on the turning scythe ” 

95 the abandoned lasher peiliaps the bathing-place with a 
fall into it on the side stream which runs by Wytham mill. 

Ill Bagley Wood, a picturesque piece of forest-giound about 
two miles to the south of Oxford, through which runs the Abing- 
don road The gipsies would not be allowed to enter the wood 
itself, which is closed, but might pitch their tents on the turf by 
the side of the road which runs through it 

119 Rapt, i e earned away by his own thoughts 

120 waiting, that is, foi one of those heaven-sent moments 
which are needed for his skill , cp 1 50 

121 on the causeway chill This is the raised path which 
goes ovei the low and sometimes flooded meadow's to North 
Hinksey and the lulls which have been before spoken of 

147 with bliss and teen, ‘ with joy and sorrow ’ 

149 the just-pausing Genius The Genius is the spirit which 
presides over each man’s life, as conceived by the Roman religion. 
Here the ‘•'just-pausing Genius” is the spirit which, having pre- 
sided over the various endeavours of our life, now that we are 
weaned and exhausted has a moment of lest To him v r e may 
be said to deliver our out-worn life, and such existence as we 
have is in the past and not m the future We look back to all 
the stores of our sad expenence, our perpetual new beginnings 
and new disappointments, “ we are what we have been,” and we 
have given up all hope for the future, all expectation of a spark 
from heaven 

157 The sing leness and simplicity of the aim convinces us that 
it will live on, and not perish like our feverish schemes ; and as 
Glanvil might have said, the soul of such a one, if its bodily 
tenement perishes, will find and inform some other suitable body, 
through which it may continue its activity. 
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165 ‘ Which to have tried many things and to have been dis- 
appointed m many things bungs with it,’ that is, ‘ which is 
caused by many failures ’ 

167 term or scope, that is, fixed limit or aim of our movement. 
‘Scope ’ means piopeily a maik aimed at 

172 casual creeds, systems of belief or ways of viewing things 
which have come, as it were, by chance, and aie not looted in 
any vital conviction 

182 amongst us one, Who most has suffer’d The passage is 
expressed so as to suggest that the poet is thinking of some 
particular person, especially m the first edition, wheie ‘One’ is 
printed with a capital letter , and yet it is difficult to conjecture 
who the pei son could be Tennyson had lately published In 
Memonam, but piobably Arnold would not have spoken so of 
him Neithei Goethe nor Wordswoith answei to the description, 
they represent the comparative sanity of an earlier generation 

190 anodynes that is, devices for relieving the pain of his 
spiritual disease 

193 waive, design ’ 

194 close lipp’d, pressing the lips closely together, that no 
hasty woid may escape them 

205 palsied hearts because, not having any vital belief or 
fixed aim, the spirit is paralyzed and unable to achieve anything 

208 Averse, as Dido did, etc The reference is to the passage 
of the JEneid where I)ido, having slam herself because she had 
been deserted by Eneas, is addicssed by her 1 false friend ’ m the 
underwoild, but turns away from him m silence . 

“ Ilia solo fixos oculos aversa tenebat, 

Nec magis mcepto voltum sermone movetur, 

Quam si duia silex aut stet Marpesra cautes 
Tandem corripuit sese, atcjue mimica refugit 
In nemus umbnferum ” Mn vi 469 ff 

212 ‘ Clinging to the dark recesses which are a security against 
outward disturbance,’ 

220 dingle means propeily ‘a dark place’, hence a deep shady 
valley 

J232ff As some grave Tyrian trader, etc The simile gives 
with admirable picturesqueness the contrast between the man of 
antique simplicity and f.i i. i.l.n,,. ,,,,, ,i,.l the versatile schemer 
of modern life, with I ■ . 1 1< • ■■ \ *.i lit and divided purpose 

|The grave Phemcian carries out beyond the western straits to 
the Atlantic his corded bales of substantial merchandise, while 
the merry Grecian coaster passes only from isle to isle of the 
Egean with perishable cargo of ripe fruit, fish, and wine, pleasing 
to the palate indeed, but not of enduring value 
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234 tlie cool-hair’! creepers, hanging over the mouth of 
some sea cave or hidden creek, wheie the little vessel, which can 
only sail by day, has been laid up till suniise 

244 Midland, i e Mediterranean , so Wordsworth speaks of 
“ Parthenope upon the Midland sea ” 

245 the Syrtes, two sandbanks off the coast of Africa to the 
south of Sicily 

247 unbent sails that is, unbound the coids which held the 
sails extended, and furled them 

248 cloudy, because veiled m the misty spiay of thebreakeis. 

249. Iberians, a geneial name for the ancient Spaniards 


THYRSIS 

This poem, written to commemoiate the author’s friend, 
Arthui Hugh Clough, who died at Florence, 1861, is in the 
same stanza as the preceding one, and still more definitely 
pastoral m form A note by the author indicates that it was 
meant as a companion poem to The Scholar-Gipsy , to which 
there is refeience throughout It was published m Macmillan's 
Maqmvne , April, 1866, and then m the volume of New Poems, 
1867 

With characteristic self-restiaint the author says little of his 
own feelings of sorrow, and falls very happily into that vein of 
pensive reflection which suited him best In fact, his aim is 
not so Rruch to commemorate his fuend’s highest gifts as to ' 
connect him with certam places and to record certain associa-, 
tions This Is dear from n letter of the author to Prof Shaup, 
Apul 13, 1866 “ Thyrsis is a very quiet poem, but, I think, solid 
and sincere It had long been m my mind to connect Clough 
with that Cumner country, and when I began, I was carried 
xuesistibly into this form You say truly enough that there is 
much m Clough (the whole prophet side, m fact) which one 
cannot deal with in this way , and one has the feeling, if one 
leads the poem as a memorial poem, that not enough is said 
about Clough in it I feel this so much that I do not send the 
poem to Mrs Clough. Still Clough had this idyllic side too to 
deal with this suited my desire to deal again with that Cumner 
country Anyway only so could I tieat the matter this time 
Valeat quantum ” To his mother he had written on Apul 7 
“ Tell [Edward] that the diction of the poem was modelled on 
that of Theocritus, whom I have been much reading during the 
two years this poem has been forming itself, and that I meant 
the diction to be so artless as to be almost heedless , The 
images are all from actual observation, on which point there 
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is an excellent i emails: m Wordswoith’s notes collected by Miss 
Fenwick Edwaid has, I think, fixed on the two stanzas 


I myself like best in ‘ 0 easy access ! and ‘ And long the way 
appeals’ I also like ‘Wheie is the girl,’ and the stanzas 
befote it, but that is because they bung ceitam places and 
moments before me It is probably too quiet a poem for the 
general taste, but I think it will stand w T eai ” 

T il A quietness of the poem is*_nn fact, its greatest charm It 
is not m the least like the other gteat poems which have been 
written in the piesent century to commemorate dead fi lends, 
e r/ In Memoi ictm or Aclonais, though the latter of these is 
diawn to some extent fioin the same sources, Tlieociitus and 


Moschus 'I'hynis is lather a descendant of Lycida s through Gray’s 
Elegy. Though the diction, no doubt, was modelled upon that 
of Greek pastoial poetry, there is only one passage, I think, 
which can be definitely marked down as imitated, and that is 
the two stanzas 11 81-100, where reference is made to the lament 


for Bion 


Nob much need here be said about Clough He was a man of 
singular gifts and great fascination of character, a few yeais 
older than Arnold, whose fnendship with lum must have been 
chiefly at Oxford between 1845 (when Arnold was elected a 
Fellow of Oriel) and 1848 (when Clough resigned lus tutorship of 
Oriel and left Oxford) He had been one of Dr Arnold’s j 
favourite pupils at Rugby, and many at Oxford weie found to 
say that they owed moie to him than to any other man Such a 
poem as the Bothie of Tober-na- Vuohch shows the idyllic side of 
his nature, of which Matthew Arnold speaks, and this came 
imiMi di.ilvly ,ifl< i his farewell to Oxford Thyme m this poem 
si i uds Im ( lough, and Gorydon foi the author, names bonowed 
from Theocritus, or rather from Vngil, m whose seventh 
Eclogue they occui as the names of two rivals m a smgnig-match 


“Ambo florentes aetatibus, Arcades ambo, 
Eb cantare pares, et respondere parati ” 


It is more necessary perhaps to speak of the localities with 
which Arnold connects his friend Already something has been 
said of them m the notes on the preceding poem, but here the 
references aie more definite, and it is more essential that they 
should be clearly understood Any map will show the bend 
northwards of the River Thames, and then its turn to the south, 
shortly before reaching Oxford This loop is caused by the 
intervention of a line of low hills running nearly north and! 
south for a distance of about six miles, the most northerly part, 
round which the river makes its bend, being the beautifully 
wooded hill of Wytham (pronounced ‘ White-ham ’), to the south 
of which, after sinking almost to the level of the plain, the 
ground rises again to the heights of Cumner Hurst and Boars 
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Hill, whence it slopes down again towards Abingdon This is the 
‘ Omnner range’ to which Arnold refers, hills never quite using 
to a height of 550 feet above the sea (that is, 350 feet above 
Oxfoid), and cultivated up to the summit of the lidge, where 
however a yellow sandstone crops up, and much of the giound 
lies waste, covered with gorse and heather with copses 
mterspei sed The top of Boars Hill, fi om which there are fine 
view's of the river valley on both sides and of the Beikshne 
downs to the south, is a favourite object of walks fiom Oxfoid, 
but not only has the ‘ ploughhoy’s team ’ gone down many a 
bank which was gieen m the days of Arnold and Clough, but 
much of the lull has now been built over, having been found a 
healthful resort by jaded Oxford tutoi s 

1 How changed is here, etc The keynote is struck at once 
by this reference to the restless movement of human things as 
compared with the peace and permanence of the fields and hills 
So m the last lines of the poem the proof that * ‘ the light w e sought 
is shining still ” is found m the fact that the place is still the 
same, “ Our tree yet crowns the hill ” 

2 the two Hmkseys Just below the ridge described above 
lie the two little villages of Noith and South Hmksey, the former 
approached by the wooden bridge and causeway spoken of m The 
Scholar- Gipsy, 11 121-123 From both villages paths ascend the 
lull, hut that which is especially spoken of heie is South Hmksey, 
as we see from the next stanza 

11 Childsworth Farm The path is that which leads up the 
hill from South Hmksey ; the faun, which lies about half-way 
up, is more propeily called Childswell (or Chilswell) faun It 
is at the bottom of the large field which is now used as a golf- 
ground 

14 The signal elm, etc This famous tree has often been 
identified with one of remarkable shape which stands at the top 
of the field above mentioned, about a hundred yards to the left 
of the path, and is certainly a veiy conspicuous object from the 
^Oxford side of the lull This tree is not an elm hut an oak, 
though, as it looks more like an elm than an oak could reason- 
ably be expected to do, this objection is perhaps not fatal 
The conclusive argument against it is the fact that it is decidedly 
on the Oxford side of the lidge, and consequently does not com- 
mand the view which is here spoken of perhaps it may have a 
side glimpse of Ilsley Downs, but of the “Vale” and the “three 
lone weirs ” it can see nothing. Moreover, no one coming up the 
track by Clnlswell farm could fail to see this tree quite early in 
the ascent, and one who had reached the upland by this path 
would necessarily he brought close to it, whereas we see from 
11. 22 ff that it was not seen until the upland was reached, and 
from 1. 1 65 that when, discoveied it was at & distance It is clear 
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that the ti ee must have been on the south-west part of the hill, 
for it looks on Ilsley Downs, which are nearly clue south, the 
Vale, that is the Vale of the White Horse, which is south-west, 
and the ‘youthful Thames’ with its thiee lone weirs, to the west. 
There is no elm quite at the summit of the ndge which answers 
to the description, hut there is one a few feet below it which 
commands exactly the view described, and is a magnificent tree, 
very conspicuous fioni the valley on that side of the hill This 
tree i . i>. ii m- n, , by the path which conies up fi om the 
villag. i V . 1 , 11 . 1 , 1 1 i not necessary, howevei, to insist on a 
particular existing tree , the tree may be imaginary, though the 
other localities are real This, indeed, would be rathei character- 
istic, for the author sometimes mixes up fact and fancy m a 
rather puzzling way, of which a good example is affoided m The 
Church of Bt ou 

15. the three lone weirs probably the thiee immediately 
above Bablock Hythe, the Ark, Hart’s, and Langley’s The 
Thames here, above the junction of the Evenlode and the Cher- 
well, is naturally much smaller than it is below Oxford 

16 Note that the scene of this poem is laid m winter, wheieas 
that of The Scholar-Gipsy is at harvest time 
36. this many a year My pipe is lost Matthew Arnold had 
published no volume of verse since 1857. 

44 lour’d, ‘ frown’d ’ The word is pronounced here as a 
dissyllable so ‘fire’ and other such words aie usually dis- 
syllables m Arnold’s verse On the other hand ‘mowers’ in 
1, 127 counts as one syllable only 
46 Some life of men unblest, etc Shortly before leaving 
Oxford Clough had been much affected by the sufferings of the 
people m Ii eland at the time of the potato famine ; but it seems 
likely that his resignation of tutorship and fellowship was 
connected more with religious than with social questions 
51 So, some tempestuous morn, etc Arnold says m a letter to 
his mother (Apul 7, 1866), “ The cuckoo on the wet June morning 
I heard in the gaiden at Woodford, and all those three stanzas 
you like are reminiscences of Woodford ’ 

57 S,o have I heard, etc, The cuckoo changes his note m 
June, and this may perhaps be regarded as his parting cry, but 
he does not actually depart till a month later 
62 ff The rich peacefulness of this stanza should be noted, in 
contrast with the unquiet stormmess of the preceding one 
72 ff The idea of this stanza was no doubt partly suggested 
by the well-known lines from the Lament foi Bion , commonly 
ascribed to Moschus, which begin a lai ra.1 /xaXa^at eirav Kara 
Kostrov 6 \wptcu ‘ Alas, when the mallows perish in the garden, 
or the pale-greeu parsley, or the curling anise, they live again 
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and glow up m auothei year But we men, the great, the strong, 
the wise, when once we are dead, sleep m silence within the 
hollow eaith, a long, unending, unawakenmg sleep 5 

74. uncrumplmg that is, opening out its curled and crumpled 
fronds The expression seems to be suggested by the eudaXis 
oTiaov Hvrjdov of the Greek lines lefeired to above, where oSXov 
means curled or ciumpled 


78 f Clough’s poems were not much to Arnold’s taste ; no 
doubt he thought them too unpolished nor were they much 
known beyond a limited circle of friends 

82 But when Sicilian shepherds, etc The two stanzas which 
follow are suggested by 11 121-133 of the Lament for Bion 
Bion and Moschus were Sicilian pastoral poets, younger con- 
temporaries of Theocritus. The passage referred to begins, 

iyib 5’ iirl irivBei TiSSe 
SaKpvx^v rebv olrov ddi'ipopai. 

It may be thus translated , ‘And I foi this son ow lament, shed- 
ding tears for thy fate and if I might, even as Orpheus went down 
to Tartarus, as once Odysseus, as Abides m foimer time, I too 
would have gone to the house of Pluto, that I might see thee, and 
if thou sliouldest sing any song to Pluto, that I might hear what 
thou smgest Yet to Proserpine do thou play something, and 
sing some sweet pastoial stiam she too is Sicilian, and she 
played once in the valleys of Bima, and she knows the Dorian lay 
not unrewarded shall be thy singing; and as to Orpheus once she 
gave back Emydice for his sweet harping, so she shall send thee, 
Bion, back to the hills And if I too had skill in piping, I 
myself would make music before Pluto ’ 

85 the unpermitted ferry’s flow that is, the ferry over which 
no living soul is permitted to pass. 

92. Dorian, that is, Sicilian Theocritus and his school of 
pastoral poets wrote m the Doric dialect 

95. Enna the place whence Proserpine, according to the myth, 
was carried off by Pluto 

106. the Fyfield tree. See note on The Scholar-Gipsy, 1 83. 

107 ff The meadows by the liver both above aud below Oxford 
produce abundance of frvfcillaries m spring Ensham is about 
five miles above Oxford, just on the other side of Wytham Dill, 
and Sandforcl about four miles below the city 


122. Above the locks, etc These must be the lock near God- 
stow Bridge and that at King’s Weir about a mile above it 
” Wytham flats” would he the meadows between Wytham and 


the nvei 
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126 the shy Thames shore, because the banks of the river 
aie hardly distinguished among the meadows until one comes 
close to them 

131 the night The expiession is here metaphorical, referring 
to the sense of advancing age, yet, as if in liaimony with this, 
the night is actually closing m upon the lulls, as we see from 
11 161 If So m harmony with the next stanza, “And long the 
way appears,” we find that the ‘signal-elm,’ the object of the 
quest, when at length it is found, is too fai off to be reached 
before dark 

133 I see her veil, etc So m Collins’ Ode to Evening 
“ And marks o’er all 
Thy dewy fingers diaw 
The giadual dusky veil ” 

But here it is the evening of life that is lefeiied to 

135 sprent, ‘spnnkled’ 

149 the charm of thy repose, that is, of the repose which 
thou ait now enjoying The poet, wearied by the earthly turmoil, 
is inclined to envy his fuend who reposed fiom it, therefore 
evidently there can be no very passionate sonow foi his fate 

167 Amo-vale Florence is in the valley of the Arno, and 
heie Clough died and was buried 

175. boon, ‘pleasant,’ ‘good ’ 

177 the great Mother Tins name belongs m mythology to 
the Mother of the Gods, Rhea or Cybele, but she is so closely 
connected with Demeter, Mother Earth, and with the productive 
powers of the earth generally, that we may here suppose the poet 
to mean some personification of Nature In Westminster Abbey 
the Mighty Mother is cleaily Demeter 

182 ff The author’s note on this stanza is as follows 
“Dapkms, the ideal Sicilian shepherd of Greek pastoral poetry, 
was said to have followed into Phrygia his mistress Piplea, who 
had been carried off by robbers, and to have found her in the 
power of the kmg of Phrygia, Lityerses Lityerses used to make 
strangers try a contest with him m reaping corn, and to put 
them to death if he overcame them Hercules arrived m time to 
save Daphnis, took upon him the reaping contest with Lityerses, 
overcame him, and slew him The Lityeises-song connected 
with this tradition was, like the Lmus-song, one of the early 
plaintive strains of Gieelc popular poetry, and used to be sung by 
corn-reapers Othei traditions represented Daphnis as beloved 
by a nymph, who exacted from him an oath to love no one else 
He fell m love with a pimcess, and was struck blind by the 
jealous nymph. Mercury, who was his father, raised linn to 
Heaven, and made a fountain spring up m the place from which 
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he ascended At tins fountain the Sicilians offered yearly 
sacufices ” There is a so-called Lityeises-song m one of the 
Idyll x of Theocritus, hut it is only an oidinaiy reapmg-song, 
with no mention of the Lityerses legend 
216 f See note on The Scholar-Gipsy , 1 57 
223 learnt a stormy note, etc The lefeience is chiefly, 
peihaps, to Clough’s poem of Dipsychus , while the “happy 
country tone ” of the preceding line is suggested by the Botlue of 
Tolm-na-Vuohch. 

226 thou wast mute In the latter years of his life, Clough 
produced poetiy only in times of enfoiced leisure, as when he 
was travelling for his health The last year of Ins life was 
spent abioad, m the south of Fiance and m Italy, and to this 
apparently the last lines of the stanza refer 
234 Compute Lines mitten tn Kensington Gardens, 25 ff. 
Theie the soul which is disposed to think that there is no peace 
on earth, is reminded by the peace of nature, even amid the city’s 
jar, that there is a calm which may be attained by resignation 
and by sympathy , here the spirit which faints with fatigue and 
feai, is spurred on by the assurance derived fiom the permanence 
of things in nature, of fields, of trees and of hills, that there is 
still an object which may be attained by exertion, and which it 
cannot choose but seek, even though beyond the grave all may be 
daik 

The stress laid here on the continued existence of the tree 
is rather m favour of the supposition that it is an imaginary one 
To stake so much upon the survival of an actual individual tree 
would peihaps have been too leckless 


STANZAS FROM CARNAC 

Carnac is in the south of Brittany, overlooking the peninsula 
and bay of Quiberon It is celebrated for its vast array of 
JDiuidic stones, arrayed m lines on a wide heath The approach 
is marked by a prominent cairn, called the Tombelle de Samt- 
Michel, from the chapel surmounting it This is a cone of 
loose stones at the eastern extremity of the Carnac stones, and it 
is this that is refened to m the first stanza This poem was 
first published m the volume of 1867 

1. knoll, ‘hillock’ originally a Celtic woid, and so all the 
more appropriate here, in connection with the great Celtic 
monument 

5. weird, ‘mysterious’ The word means, properly, ‘fatal/ 
that is, ‘ having to do with destiny/ from the old English icirde, 
‘ destiny/ connected with the German iser'den, ‘to become 5 See 
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the passage quoted m the note to Balder Dead, Pt I , 1 93. 
Prom the mysterious character of destiny is derived the modern 
meaning of the word, denoting that which is stiange and rather 
awful 

Brittany was the scene of many of Merlin’s enchantments, 
and it was here, m the forest of Broceliande, that he was 
supposed to be confined under a spell It is this story m fact 
that Iseult of Brittany tells to the children in Arnold’s poem of 
Tnstram and Iseult 

“ She told them of the fairy-haunted land 
Away the other side of Brittany, 

Beyond the heaths, edged by the lonely sea ; 

Of the deep forest-glades of Broce-liancle, 

Through whose gieen boughs the golden sunshine creeps, 
Where Merlin by the enchanted thorn-tree sleeps,” etc 

9 ff The stones are described m Murray’s Handbook for France 
as "grey stones, rude blocks set on end, angular, showing no 
marks of polish, and hirsute with the long moss which has 
covered the hard suiface of the granite ” They aie langed in 
eleven rows, making ten avenues or aisles, through which priestly 
processions may have passed 

26 f The western side of Quiberon Bay is formed by a long 
low peninsula, which curves out to sea for a distance of about 
ten miles In 1795 an expedition of 6000 French emigres was 
landed here from a British squadron, and was almost entirely 
destroyed by the Republican tioops under General Hoche, while 
the ships were prevented by a storm from lendenng effective aid 

28 loyal blood, because they were fighting for the Royalist 
cause 

30. no hail, i e no shout from one vessel to another 

33 Ah 1 where is he, etc “ The author’s brother, William 
Delafield Arnold, Director of Public Instruction m the Punjab, 
and author of Oak field, o? Fellowship m the Bast, died at 
Gibraltar on his way home from India, April the 9th, 1859.” 

38 the Rock of Spam Gibraltar, which is just within the 
Mediterranean 

41 ‘ Oh that he could once have reached,’ etc , a wish. 


A SOUTHERN NIGHT 

This poem refers to the same event as the preceding one, the 
death of the author’s brother on the voyage home from India 
Cette, where the scene of this is laid, is situated upon a strip of 
land between the open Mediterranean and a lagoon, which is 



A SOUTHERN NIGHT 


159 


one of a senes lying along this coast Hence the reference ui 
the first stanza, where the word ‘ free ’ applied to the breaking 
of the sea is m contrast to the enclosed water of the lakes 

7 that lovely mountain-line the range of the Cevennes 
behind this coast 

11 beacons • a verb, meaning ‘ slimes as a beacon ’ 

14 once of yore an allusion to the poem called A Simmer 
Night , published m the volume of 1852 
21 this Midland deep ep Scholar -Gipsy, 244, “the blue Mid- 
land waters ” 

26 fordone, ‘worn out*' to ‘fordo’ is properly to ‘do away,’ 
hence ‘ destroy,’ as m Shakspere, King Beat, v. m. , 

“ Yonr eldest daughters have fordone themselves 
And desperately are dead ” 

27. teen, ‘ grief ’ His wife had died m India cp 1 50. 

43 burnous . an Arabic word , the name of an upper covering 
worn by Arabs, with a fold to he put over the head 
53 where morning’s sacred fount, etc That is, m the far 
East, which may be conceived to be the source of the sunlight 
that comes from thence 

57. The uony lies m the contrast between the weary labours 
of their life and the peacefulness of their graves 
71 possess our soul a Biblical phrase, “In your patience 
possess ye your souls,” happily seized by the poet and applied m 
a different meaning from that of the text To ‘possess our 
soul’ is lieie to gathei our thoughts together in quietness and to 
lealize what we are and what is the meaning of our life, mstead 
of allowing all reflection to be ovei borne by external things In 
the Stanzas from the Giande Chat treuse Arnold uses the same 
expiession m a context which throws light on the meaning 
75. The calm Mediterranean is, as it were, a level floor paved 
by the moonlight 

77 ff. Some sage, etc We are remmded of the Purun Bhagat, 
who is described for us by Mr Rudyard Kipling in the Second 
Jungle Book Such men get their daily food by begging and are 
gladly supported by the villagers, who desire the prayers of the 
holy men as a protection “So long as there is a morsel to divide 
m India, neither priest nor beggar starves ” 

94 Saint Louis was the moving spirit m the last crusades, and 
himself died while engaged upon one, m the year 1270 

133. What else, etc That is, as the next lines explain, ‘what 
else is bright and calm’’ 
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RUGBY CHAPEL 

Dr Arnold, the father of the poet, died m 1842, after having 
been for fourteen yeais head-master of Rugby He was buried 
under the communion-table of the school chapel and a simple 
stone with his name now marks the place of his grave, which is 
311 st below the chancel steps of the present enlarged building. 
The characteristics which are chiefly dwelt upon in this poem aie 
the combined stiength and sympathy which made him the guide 
and support of those weaker than himself, and the steadfast 
determination, so far as possible, not to let those perish who 
were under his care The poem was published m the volume of 
1867 It is written m the same kind of loose dactylic veise 
without rhymes which is used m The Strayed lieuelhi , 111 IIawo-> th 
Chui chyard, and m several other pieces 

2 The field, etc This would be the Rugby School close, 111 
which the chapel stands. 

26 ff Early m the morning of the 12th of June, 1842, after 
Dr. Arnold had been making preparations for the journey fiom 
Rugby to Fox How at the beginning of the midsummer holidays, 
he was seized with an attack of angina -pectoris, and died within 
a few hours It may be noted that the death of Matthew 
Arnold himself, April 15th, 1888, was almost equally sudden. 

54 dim, because moial distinctions are not clearly realized 

60 eddy about Here and there Cp Tennyson, In Memonam , 
mr. 12 

“Yet who would pi each it as a truth 
To those that eddy round and lound,” 

where the expression is used of a life without serious purpose 

86 but it leads A long, steep journey, etc We have here 
much the same idea of scaling a mountain height, which appears 
in Thyrsis, 141 ff , “And long the way appears,” etc 

92 cataracts, to be read here as a dissyllable, * cat’racts . 5 

105 with lips Sternly compress’d Cp Scholar Gipsy, 194- 
“With close-lipp’d patience for our only fiiend ” 

148 who else, etc. ‘ Who but for my knowledge of thee 
would have seemed but a dream of the heart, so poor and soul- 
less are the men whom I see around me ’ 

190 Ye, like angels, appear that is, the heioic helpois and 
friends of mankind spoken of above, the servants, or latlier the 
sons of God These indeed aie the same who are spoken of in a 
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foimer poem, The Lord's Messengers, but there we find less hope- 
fulness than hei e 

1 ‘ Ah ' How few of them, all, 

Those willing servants, shall stand 
In the Mastei’s piesence again 1 

“ Hardly, hardly shall one 
Come, with countenance bright, 

At the close of day, fiom the plain,” etc 


LATER POEMS 

In his later years Arnold exercised Ins poweis as an elegiac 
poet chiefly upon the occasions when some loved pet annual died 
The only exception was on the occasion of Dean Stanley’s death, 
when he wrote the fine poem called Westminster Abbey The 
other “ Latei Poems” aie Geist’s Oiave, Poor Matthias, on the 
death of a favounte canary, and Kaiser Dead, a lialf-liinnoi ous 
connneinoiation of a dog of less pure breed than Geist. Arnold 
himself and Ins family were fond of animals, and these elegies, 
especially the fust, have a sutprising degree of tenderness, and 
yet at the same time they aie free ftom sentimental exaggeiation 
they aie models, m fact, of what such poems should he 


GEIST’S GRAVE 

Geist was a Gennan dachs-hound, belonging apparently to 
Matthew Arnold’s son Richaid 

15 f The poet linnself supplies the reference 

“Sunt lacnmffl rerum et mentem mortalia tangent ” 

22 centuries a dissyllable, like ‘ eataiacts’ in Bugby Chapel , 
1 92. 

45 ff The actions described are of couise imaginary 

51 Crossing the frozen lake The scene of this would peihaps 
be Pox How, neai Rydal Water, the residence of the autlioi’s 
mother 

55 thine absent master, the poet’s son, Richard Arnold. 

70 on the Portsmouth road The grave theiefore would he at 
Cobham in Sun ey, where the author lived m later yeais 
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